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A UTHORS, you know, of greateſt fame, 
Thro' modeſty ſuppreſs their name, 
And wou'd you wiſh me to reveal 

hat theſe ſuperior Wits conceal ? 

Forego the ſearch, my curious friend, 

And and time to better end. 

All my ambſtion is, I own, 

To profit and to pleaſe unknown ; 

Like ſtreams ſupply'd from ſprings below, 
Which ſcatter bleſſings as they flow. 

| Were you diſeas'd, or preſs'd with pain, 

5 Strait you'd apply to * Warwick-Lane : 
The thoughtful doctor fÞ1s your pulſe, 
(No matter whether Mead or Hulſe) 
Writes—— Arabic to you and me,— 
Then ſigus his hand, and takes his fee, 
Now. ſnou'd the ſage omit his name, 
Wou'd not the cure remain the ſame ? 
Not but Phyſicians fign their bill, 

* Or when they cure or when they kill, 
Lis often known the mental race 
Their fond ambitious fires diſgrace. 


College of Phyſicians. 
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AN EPISTLE TO THE READER, 


Dar'd I avow a parent's claim, 

Critics migiit ſneer, and friends might blame. 
This dang'rous ſecret let me hide, 

I'n tell you every thing beſide. 


Not that it boots the world a tittle, 


Whether the author's big or little ; 
Or whether fair, or black, or brown ; 
No writer's hue concerns the Town. 

1 paſs the filent rural hour, 

No ſlave to wealth, no tool to pow'r. 
My manſion's warm, and very neat ; 
You'd ſay, a pretty ſnug retreat. 

My rooms no coſtly paintings grace, 
The humbler print ſupplies their place, 
Behind the houſe my garden lies, 

And opens to the fouthern ſkies : 

The diſtant hills gay proſpects yield, 
And plenty ſmiles in ev'ry field. 

The faithful maſtiff is my guard, 
The feather'd tribes adorn my yard ; 
Alive my joy, my treat when dead, 
And their ſoft plumes improve wy bed. 

My cow rewards me all ſhe can 
Brutes leave ingratitade to man): 


She, daily thankful to her lord, 


Crowns with nectareous ſweets my board, 
Am I difeas'd—the cure is known ; 
Her ſweeter juices mend my own, 

T love my houſe, and ſeldom roam, 
Few vifits pleaſe me more than home. 
I pity that unhappy elf 
Who loves all company but ſelf, 
By idle paſſions borne away 

o ap'ra, maſquerade, or play; 


AN EPISTLE TO THE READER. $$ 


ond of thoſe hives where Folly reigns, 

And Eritain's peers receive her chains; 
Where the pert virgin flights a name, 
And ſcorns to redden into ſhaue. 
But know, my fair (to whom belong 
The Poet and his artleſs ſong), 
When female cheeks refuſe to glow, 
Farewell to virtue here below. 
Our ſex is loſt to ev'ry rule, 
Our ſole diſtinction, knave or fool. 
Tis to your innocence we run; 

I Save us, ye fair, or we're undone : 
Maintain your modeſty and ſtation, 
So women ſhall preſefve the nation. 

Mothers, 'tis ſaid, in days of old, 

Eſteenvd their girls more choice than gold: 
Too well a daughter's worth they knew, 
To make her cheap by public view: 
(Few, who their diamonds” value weigh, 
Expoſe thoſe diamonds ey'ry day) 
Then, if Sir Pluwe drew near, and ſmil'd, 
The parent trembled for her child ; 
The firtt advance alarm'd her breaſt; 
And fancy pictur'd all the reſt. 
But now no mother fears a foe, 
No daughter ſhudders at a beau. 
Pleaſure is all the reigning theme, 
Our noon. day thought, our mid- night dream. 
In folly's chace our youths engage, 
And ſnameleis crouds of tott'ring age. 
The dye, the dance, th' intemp'rate bowl, 
With, various charms engroſs the ſoul. 
Are gold, fame, health, the terms of vice ? 
The frantic tribes ſhall pay the price. 
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6 AN EPISTLE TO THE READER, 


But tho” to ruin peſt they run, 

They'll think it hard to be undone, 
Do not arraign my want of taſte, 

Or ſigh to ken where joys are plac'd. 

They widely err, who think me blind, 

And T diſclaim a ſtoic's mind. 

Like yours are my ſenſations quite; 

I only ſtrive to feel aright. 

My joys, like ſtreams, glide gently by, 

Tho! ſraall their channel, never dry; 

Keep a ſtill, even, fruitful wave, 

And bleſs the neighb'ring meads they lave. 

My fortune (for I'll mention all, 

And more than you dare tell) is ſmal! 3 
Yet ev'ry friend partakes my tore, 
And want goes ſmiling from my doors 
Will forty ſhillings warm the breaſt 

Of worth or induſtry diſtreſs'd ? 

This ſum 1 chearfully impart ; 

*Tis fourſcore pleaſures to my heart: 
And you may make, by means like theſe, 
Five talents ten, whene'er you pleaſe. 
*Tis true, my little purſe grows light; 
But then 1 ſleep ſo ſweet at night! 
This grand ſpecific will prevail, 

When all the doctor's opiates fail. 

You afk, what party I purſue ? 
Perhaps you mean, Whoſe fool are you * 
The names of party 1 deteſt, 

Badges of ſlavery at beſt : 

I've too much grace to play the knave, 
- And too much pride to turn a ſlave, 

1 love my country from my ſoul, 


Aud grieve when Knaves or fools controul., 


AN EPISTLE TO THE READER. 


I'm pleas'd, when vice and folly ſmart 

Or at the gibbet or the cart : 

Yet always pity where I can, 

Abhor the guilt, but mourn the man. 
Now the religion of your Poet. 

Does not this little preface ſhew it ? 

My Viſions if you ſcan with care, 

*Tis ten to one you'll find it there; 

And if my actions ſuit my ſong, - 

You can't in conſcience think me- wrong. 
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Inſcrib'd to Miſs * # . 


N Y lovely girl, I write for you; 

And pray believe my Viſions true; 
They'll form your mind to every grace; 
They'll add new beauties to your face: 
And when old age impairs your prime, 
You'!l triumph o'er the ſpoils of time. 

Childhood and youth engage my pen, 
Tis labour loit to talk to men. ; 
Youth may, perhaps, reform, when wrong, 
Age will not liſten to my ſong. 

He who at fiſty is a fool, 
Is far too ſtubborn grown for ſchool. 

What is that vice which ſtill prevails, 
When almoſt every patlicn fails; 

Which with our very dawn begun, 
Nor ends but with our ſetting fun ; 

| Which, like a noxious weed, can ſpoil 

[ The faireſt flow'rs, and choak the ſoil ? 
*T'is Slander, —and, with ſhame I own, 
The voice of human-Kkind alone, 

Be Slander then my lending dream, 
Tio” you're a ſtranger to the theme: 
Fizy tofu r bieatr and honeſt heart 
Scoru the defamatory ut; 

Thy foul atſeris her native ſkies, 
Nor atks Derrachon's wings to riſe: 
In foreigu ipouils let others thine, 
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The bird in peacock's plumes who ſhone, 
Cou'd plead no merit of her own : 

The filly theft betray'd her pride, 

And ſpoke her poverty beſide. 

Th' infidious ſland'ring thief is worſe 

Than the poor rogue who ſteals your purſe. 

Say he purloins your glitt'ring ſtore ; 

Who takes your gold, takes © Traſh—no more #? 
Perhaps he pilfers—to be fed— 

Ah! guiltleſs wretch, who ſteals for bread ! 
But the dark villain, who ſhall aim 

To blaſt, my fair, thy ſpotleſs name, 

He'd ſteal a precious gem away, 

Stcal what both [dies can't repay ! 

Here the ſtrong pleas of want are vain, 

Or the more impious pleas of gain. 

No ſinking family to ſave ! 

No gold to glut th' infatiate knave ! 

Improve the hint of Shakſpeare's tongue: 
Twas thus immortal“ Shakſpeare ſung; 
And truſt the bard's unerring rule, "FA 
For Nature was that poet's ſchool. 

As I was nodding in my chair, 

I ſaw a rueful wild appear : 

No verdure met my aching ſight, 
But hemlock, and cold aconite ; 
Two very pois'nous plants, 'tis true, 
But not ſo bad as vice to you. 

The dreary proſpect ſpread around 
Deep ſnow had whiten'd all the ground ! 
A black and barren mountain nigh, 

g Expos'd to ev'ry friendleſs ſky ! 


* Othells. 


Here foul-month'd Slander lay reclin'd, 
Her ſnaky treſſes hiſsd behind: | | 
« * A bloated toad-ſtovl rais'd her head, 
t© The plumes of raveris were her bed ;” 
She fed upon the viper's brood, 
And flak'd her impious thirſt with blood. 
The riſing ſun and weſtern ray 
Were witneſs to her diſtant ſway. 
The tyrant claim'd a mightier hoſt 
Than the proud Perſian &er could boaſt, 
No conqueſt grac'd Darius' fon 4; 
By his own numbers half undone : 
Succeſs attended Slander's pow'r, 
She reap'd freſh laurels ev'ry hour. 
Het troops a deeper ſcarlet wore 
Than ever armies knew before, 
No plea diverts the Fury's rage, 
The Fury ſpares nor ſex nor age. 
Ev'n merit, with deſtructive charms, 
Provokes the vengeance of her arms. 
Whene'er the tyrant ſounds to war, 
Her canker'd trump is heard afar. 
Pride, with a heart unknown to yield, 
Commands in chief, and guides the field. 
He ſtalks with vaſt gigantic ftride, 
And ſcatters fear and ruin wide. 


* Garth's Diſpenſary. 


+ Xerxes, king of Perſia and ſon of Darius. He in- 
vaded Greece with an army conſiſting of more than a 
million of men (ſome ſay more than two millions), who, 

together with their cattle, periſhed in a great meaſure 
through the inability of the countries to ſupply ſuch a 
vaſt hoſt with proviſion. 
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So the impetuous torrents ſweep 
At once whole nations to the deep. 

Revenge, that baſe #* Heſperian, known 
A chief ſupport of Slander's throne, 
Amidſt the bloody crowd is ſeen, 
And treachery brooding in his mien: 
The monſter often chang'd his gait, 
But march'd reſolv'd and fix'd as fate, 
Thus the fell kite whom hunger ſtings, 
Now ſlowly moves his out-ſtretch'd wings ; 
Now ſwift as lightning bears away, 
And darts upon his trembling prey, 

Envy commands a ſecret band, 
With ſword and poiſon in her hand, 
Around her hifggard eye-balls roll, 
A thouſand fiends poſſeſs her ſoul, 
The artful unſuſpected ſpright 
With fatal aim attacks by night, 
Her troops advance with filent tread, 
And ſtab the hero in his bed; 
Or ſhoot the wing'd malignant lie, 
And female honours pine and die. 
So prowling wolves, when darkneſs reigns, 
Intent on murder ſcour the plains; a 
Approach the folds where lambs repoſe, 
Whoſe guileleſs breaſts ſuſpect no foes; 
The ſavage gluts his fierce defires, 
And bleating innocence expires. 

Sander ſmil'd horribly, to view 3 

How. wide hep conqueſts daily grew: 


* Heſperia includes 1aly as well as Spain, and the 


inhabitants of both are remarkable for their gevengeful 
diſpoſitions, 


Around the crouded levees wait, 

Like oriental ſlaves of ſtate : 

Of either ſex whole armies preſs'd, 

Bur chiefly of the fair and beſt. 

Is it a breach of friendſhip's law 

To ſay what female friends I ſaw ? 

Slander aſſumes the idols part, 

And claims the tribute of the heart, 

The beſt, in ſome unguarded hour, 

Have bow'd the knee, and own'd her pow' r. 

Then let the poet not reveal | 

What candour wiſhes to conceal. 

If I beheld ſome faulty fair, 

Much worſe delinquents crouded there : 

Prelates in ſacred lawn I ſaw, 

Grave Phyſic, and loquacious Law; 

Courtiers, like ſurnmer flies, abound ; 

And hungry posts ſwarm around. 

But now my partial ſtory ends, 

And makes my females full amends. 

If Albion's ifle ſuch dreams fulfils, 

*Tis Albion's ifle which cures theſe ills ; 

Fertile of every worth and grace 

Which warm the heart and fluſh the face. 
Fancy diſclos'd a ſmiling train . 

Of Britiſh nymphs, that tripp'd the plain: 

Good-nature firſt, a ſylvan queen, 

Attir'd in robes of chearful green: 

A. fair and ſmiling virgin ſhe ! 

With ev'ry charm that ſhines in thee. 

Prudence aſſum'd the chief command, 

And bore a mirror in her hand; 

Grey was the matron's head by age, 

Her mind by long experience ſage; 
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Of every diſtant ill afraid, 
Aid anxious for the ſimp'ring Maid. 
The Graces danc'd before the fair ; 
And white-rob'd Innocence was there. 
The trees with golden fruits were crown'd, 
Aud rifing flow'rs adorn'd the ground; 
Ine ſun difplay'd each brighter ray, 
And ſhone 1n all the pride of day. 
When Slander ſicken'd at the ſight, 
And fkutk'd away to ſhun the light, 
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EAR, ye fair mothers of our iſle, 
Nor ſcorn your Poet's homely ſtyle. 
What tho' my thoughts be quaint or new, 
I' warrant that my doctrine's true: 
Or if my ſentiments be old, 
Remember, truth is ſterling gold. 
Lou judge it of important weight, 
To keep your riſing Offspring ſtraigliit: 
For this ſuch anxious moments feel, 
And aſk the friendly aids of fieel ; 
For this import the diſtant cane, 
Or ſlay the monarch of the main. 
And ſhall the ſoul be warp'd aſide 
By paſſion, prejudice, and pride ? 
Deformity of heart 1 call 
The worſt deformity of all. 
Your cares to Body are confin'd, 
Few fear obliquity of Mind. 
Why not adorn the better part ! 
This is a nobler theme for art. 
For what is form, or what is face, 
But the ſonl's index, or itz cafe ? 

Now take a ſimile at hand, 
Compare the mental foil to land, 
Shall fields be till'd with annual care, 
And minds lie fallow ev'ry year ? 
O ſince the crop depends on you, 
Give them the culture which is due : 
Hoe every weed, and dreſs the ſoil, 


v0 harveſt ſhall repay your toil, 


PLEASURE, 


If human minds refemble trees, 
(As'every moraliſt agrees) 
Prune all the ſtragglers of your vine, 
Then ſhall the purple cluſters ſhine. 
The gard'ner knows, that fruitful life 
Demands his ſalutary Knife: 
For ev'ry wild luxuriant ſhoot 
Or robs the bloom, or ſtarves the fruit. 
A* Sxri{t in Roman times, 
When Rome like Britain groan'd with crimes, 
Aſſerts it for a ſacred truth, 
That Pleaſures are the bane of youth : 
That ſorrows ſuch purſuits attend, 
Or ſuch purſuits in ſorrows end: 
That all the wild advent'rer gains 
Are perils, penitence, and pains, 
Approve, ye fair, the Roman page, 
And bid your ions revere the ſage; 
In ſtudy ſpend their midnight oil, 
And ſtring their nerves by manly toil. 
Thus ſhall they grow like Temple wiſe, 
Thus future Lockes and Newtons riſe ; 
Or hardy chiefs to wield the lance, 
And fave us from the chains of France. 
Yes, bid your ſons betimes forego 
Thoſe treach'rous paths where Pleafures grow; 
Where the young mind is folly's ſlave, 
Where ev'ry virtue finds a grave. 
Let each bright character be nam'd, 
For wiſdom or for valour fam'd. 
Are the dear youths to ſcience prone ? 
Tell how th” immortal Bacon ſhone ! 


; * Perſius. 
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Who, leaving meaner joys to kings, F 
Soar'd high on contemplation's wings: 
Rang'd the fair fields of nature ver, 
Where never mortal trad before : 
Bacon ! whote vaſt capacious plan 
Beſpoke him angel, more than man! 
Does love of martial fame inſpire ? 
Cheriſh, ve fair, the ger*rous fire ; 
Teach them to ſpurn inglorious reſt, 
And rouſe the hero in their breait ; 
Paint Creily's vanquiſh'd field anew, 
Their ſouls ſhall Kuulle at the views 
Reſolv'd to conquer or to fall, 

When liberty and Britain call, 

Thus ſhall they rule the crimſon plain, 
Or hurl their chunders thro! the main; 
Gain with their blood, nor grudge me coſt, 
What their degenerate fires have loſt : 
The laurel thus hall grace their brow, 
As Charchili's once, or Warren's now. 
One ſummer's evening as I ſtray'd 
Along the ſilent moon light glade, 
With thoſe reflections in my breaſt, 
Beneath an oak I ſunk to reſt 

A gentle flumber intervenes, 

And fancy drets'd inſtructive ſcenes. 
Methought a ſpacious road I *ſpy'd, 
Ard Rately trees adorn'd its ſide ; 

Fr quented by a giddy croud 

Of thoughtleſs mortals, vain and loud; 
Who tript with jocund heel along, 
And bade me join their ſmiling throng. 
I ftrait obey'd—Perſuaſton hung 
Like honey on the ſpeaker's tongue. 
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A claudleſs fun improv'd the day, 
And pinks and roſes ftrew'd our way. 

Now as our journey we purſue, 

A beauteons fabric roſe to view ; . 
A ſtately dome, and ſweetly grac'd 
With every ornament of tatte, 

This ſtructure was a female's claim, 
And Pleaſure was the monarch's nam 

The hall we enter'd uncontroul'd, 
And ſaw the queen enthron'd on gold; 
Arabian ſweets nerfum'd the ground, 
And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; 

A flowing veſt adorn'd the fair, 

And flow'ry chaplets wreath'd her hair : 
Fraud taught the queen a thoufand wiles, 
A thouſand ſoft infidions fmiles ; 

Love taught her liſping tongue to ſpeak, 
And form'd the dumple in her cheek ; 
The liiy and the damaik roſe 

The tiucture of her face compoſe ; ' 

Nor did the god of wit diſdain 

To mingle with the ſhining train. 

Fer vot'ries flack from various parts, 
And chiefly youth reſigu'd their hearts 
The old in ſparing numbers preſs'd, 
But awkward devotees at beſt. 

Now let us range at large, we cry'd, 
Thro' all the garden's boaſted pride. 
Here jaſmines ſpread the ſilver flow'r, 
To deck the wall, or wee the bow'r ; 
The woodbines mix in am'rous play, 
And breathe their fragrant lives away. 
Here riling myrtles form a ſhade, 
There roſes bluſn, and ſcent the glade. 
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The orange, with a vernal face, 

Wears ev'ry rich autumnal grace; 

While the young bloſſoms here unfold, 
There ſhines the fruit, like pendent gold. 
Eitrons their balmy ſweets exhale, 

And triumph in the diſtant gale. 

Now fountains murm'ring to the ſong, 
Roll their tranſtucent ſtreams along. 

Thro' all the arqmatic groves, 

The faithful turtles coo their loves. 

The lark aſcending pours his notes, 

And linnets ſwell their rapt'rous throats. 
Pleaſure, imperial fair ! how gay 

Thy empire, and how wide thy ſway ! 
Enchanting queen ! how ſoft thy reign ! 
How man, fond man! implores thy chain 
Yet thine each meretricious art 

That weakens and corrupts the heart. 

The childiſh toys and wanton page 

Which fink aud proſtitute the Stage l 

The maſquerade, that juſt offence * 

To virtue, and reproach to ſenſe ! 

The midnight dance, the mantling bowl, 
And all that diflipate the foul ; 

All that to-ruin man combine, 

Yes, ſpecious harlot, all are thine! 
hence ſprung th? accurſed luſt of Play, 
Which beggars thoufands in a day? 
Speak, Sorc'reſs, ſpeak (for thou cauft tell), 
Who call'd the treach'rous card from hell? 
Now man prophanes his reas'ning pow'rs, 
Prophanes ſweet. friendſhip's ſacred hours ; 
Abandon'd to inglorious ends, 

And faithleſs to himſelf and friends; 


— — — m — — 
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A dupe to every artful knave, 
' To every abje&t with a ſlave; 
But who againſt himſelf combines, 
Abets his enemy's deſigns. 
When rapine meditates a low, 
He ſhares the guilt who aids the foe. 
Is man a thief who ſteals my pelf ? 
How great his theft, who robs himſelf ! 
Is man, who gulls his friend, a cheat? 
How heinous then is ſelf-deceit! 
Is murder juſtly deem'd a crime? 
How black his guilt, who murders time | 
Should cuſtom plead, as cuſtom will, 
Grand precedents to palliate ill, 
Shall mwdes and forms avail with me, 
When reaſon diſavows the plea ? 
Who games, is felon of his wealth; 
His time, his liberty, his health. 
Virtue forſakes his ſordid mind, 
And Honour ſcorns to ſtay behind. 
From man when theſe bright cherubs patt, 
Ah! what's the poor deſerted heart | 
A ſavage wild that ſhocks the d ſight, 
Or chaos, and impervious night! 
ch gen'rous principle deſtroy'd, 
And Dæmons croud the frightful void! 
Shall Siam's elephant tupply 
The baneful deſolating die? 
Againft the honeſt ſylvan's will, 
You taught bis iv'ry tuſk to kill. 
Heav'n, fond its favours to diſpenſe, 
Gave him that weapon for defence. 
That weapon, for bis guard defign'd, 
You render'd fatal to mankind, 
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He plann'd no death for thoughtieſs youth, 
You gave the venom to his tooth. 
Bluſh, tyrant, bluſh, for oh I. *tis true, 
That no fell ſerpent bites like you. 
The gueſts were order'd to depart, 
Relucznce fat on ev'ry heart: 
A porter ſhew'd a diff rent door, 
Not the fair portal known before. 
The gates, methought, were open'd wide, 
The crows deſcended in a tide. 
But oh! ye heavins, what vaſt ſurprize 
Struck the advert'rers' frighted eyes 
A. barren heath before us lay, 
And gath'ring clouds obſcur'd the day 
The dkneſs roſe in ſmoky ſpires; 
The hghtnings Rath'd their livid fires ; 
Load peals of thunder rent the air, 
W iile vengeance chilFd our hearts with fear. 
Five ruthleſs tyrants ſway'd the plain 
And triumplu'd o'er the mangled flain, 
Here fat PDiſtaſte, with ſickly mien, 
And more than half-deyour'd with ſpleen: 
There ſtood Remorſe, witli thought oppreſt, 
And vipers feeding on his breaſt : 
Then Want, dejected, pale, and thin, 
With bones juſt ſtarting thro' his fkia ; 
A ghatuy fiend! — and cloſe behind 
Diſcate bis aching head reclin'd ! 
His everluting thirſt confeſt a 
The fires which rag'd within his breaſt: 
Death clos'd the train | The hideous form 
Smil'd unrelenting in the ſtorm: 
Wen (cait a doleful ſhrick was heard; 
I *woke -The viſion vitappeai d. 
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Let not the unexperienc'd boy 
Deuy that Pieafures will deſtroy ; 
Or ſay that dreams are vain and wild, 
Like fairy tales, to pleaſe a child. 
Important hints the wiſe may reap 
From {allies of the ſoul in fleep : 
And fince there's meaning in my dream, 
Ihe moral mer:s your eſteem. 
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TTEND my Viſions, thoughtleſs youths, 
Ere long you'll think them weighty truths | 
Prudent it were to think fo now, 

Ere age has filver'd o'er vour brow : 

For he, who at his early years 

Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 

If folly has poſſeſs'd his prime, 

Diſeaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time; 
Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein, — 

Nor peniteace dilute the ſtain : 

And when each hour ſhall urge his fate, 
Thought, like the doctor, comes too late, 
The {ubjeR of my ſong is Health, 

A good ſuperior far to wealth, 

Can the young mind diſtruſt its worth ? 
Conſult the monarchs of the earth : 
Imperjal Czars, and Sultans, own - 

No gem ſo bright that decks their throne: 
Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 
And turn a ruſtic, or a cit, 

Mark, tho” the bleſfing's loſt with eaſe, 
Tis not recover'd when you pleaſe. 

Say not that gruels ſhall gyail, 

For ſalutary gruels fail. 

Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed, 

Apollo's fon is Egypt's “ reed, 

How fruitleſs the phyſician's ſkill, 

How vain the penitential pill, 
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The marble monuments proclaim, 
The humbler turf confirms the ſame. 
Prevention is tie better cure, 
So ſays the Proverb, and 'tis ſure. 
Would you extend your narrow ſpan, 
And make the moſt of life you can; 
Would you, when med'cines cannot ſave, 
Deſcend with eaſe into the grave; 
Calmly retire, like evening light, 
And cheerful bid the world good night? 
Let Temp'rance conſtantly preſide, 
Our beſt phyſician, friend, and guide 
Wou'd you to wiſdom make pretence, 
Prou to be thought a man of ſenſe ? 
Let Temp'rance (always friend to fame) 
With ſteady hand direct your aim; 
Or, like an archer in the dark, 
Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: 
For they who flight her golden rules, 
In Wiſdom's volume ſtand for fools. 
But merals unavuri'd by art, 
Are {ſeldom known to reach the heart. 
T1! therefore ſtrive to raiſe my theme 
With all the ſcenery of dream. 
Soft were my ſlumbers, ſweet my reſt, 
Sum as the infant's on the breaſt ; 
Whet fancy, ever on the wing, 
And fruitful as the genial ſpring 
Preſented in a blaze of light 
A new creation to my fight, 
A rural laadſcape I deſcry'd, 
Deeſt in the robes of ſummer pride; 
Tae herds adoru'd the floping hills, 
Tit glitter'd with thelg tinkling rills ; 
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Below the fleecy mothers ſtray'd, 

And round their ſportive lambkins play'd. 
Nigh to a murm'ring brook I faw 

An humble cottage thatch'd with ſtraw ; 


Behind, a garden that ſupply'd 


All things for uſe, and none for pride : 
Beauty prevail'd thro” ev'ry part, 
But more of nature than of art. 

Hail, thou ſweet, calm, unenvied ſeat ! 
I ſaid, and bleſs'd the fair retreat: 

Here would I paſs my remnant days, 
Unknown to cenſure or to praiſe ; 
Forget the world, and be forgot, 

As Pope deſcribes his Veſtal's lot. 

While thus I mus'd, a beauteous maid 
Stepp'd from a thicket's neighb'ring ſhade ; 
Not Hampton's gallery can boat, 

Nor Hudſon paint ſo fair a toaſt: 
She claim'd the cottage for her own, 
To Health a cottage is a throne, 
The annals ſay (to prove her worth) 
The Graces ſolemniz'd her birth. 
Garlands of various flow'rs they wrought, 
The orchard's bluſhing pride they brought: 
Hence m her face the lily ſpeaks, 
And hence the roſe which paints her cheeks 
The cherry gave her lips to glow, 
Her eyes were debtors to the ſloe; 
And, to compleat the lovely fair, 
*Tis ſaid, the cneſnut ſtain'd her hair. 
The virgin was averſe to courts, 
But often ſeen in rural ſports. - 
When in her roſy veſt the mor 
Walks o'er the dew-beipanglcd lawn, 
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The nymph is firſt to form the race, 
Or wind the horn, and lead the chace, 
Sadden I heard a ſhouting train, 
Glad acclamations fill'd the plain: 
Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 
For Health was loud proclaim'd a Queen, 
Two {ſmiling cherubs grac'd her throne 
(To modern Courts, I fear, unknown) : 
One was the nymph that loves the light, 
Fair Innocence, array'd in white 
With ſiſter Peace in cloſe embrace, 
And heav'n all opening in her face. 
The reign was long, the empire great, 
And Virtue, miniſter of ſtate. 
In other Kingdoms, ev'ry hour, 
You hear of Vice preferr'd to pow'r ; 
Vice was a perfect ſtranger here: 
No knaves engroſs'd the royal ear: 
No fools obtain'd this monarch's grace ; 
Virtue diſpos'd of ev'ry place. 
What fackly appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying hours ? 
And tio from good to bad we range, 
& No matter,” ſays the Fool, “tis change.“ 
Her ſubjects now expreſs'd "rp 
Diſſatis faction in their face: 
Some view the ſtate with envy's eye, 
Some were diſpleas'd, they knew not why: 
When Faction, ever bold and vain, 
With rigour tax'd their monarch's reign, 
Thus ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 
Deſcend to earth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart; 
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Would not th' inſtructive gueſt diſpenſe 
With paſſion, appetite, and ſenſe, 

We ſhould his heav'nly lore deſpiſe, 
And ſend him to his former ſkies. 

A dangerous hoſtile power aroſe 
To Health, whoſe houſhold were her foes : 
A harlot's looſe attire ſhe wore, 

And Luxury the name ſhe bore, 

This Princeſs of unbounded ſway, 

Wm Afia's ſofter ſons obey, 

Made war againſt the Queen of Health, 
Aſſiſted by the troops of Wealth. 

The Queen was firſt to take the field, 
Arm'd with her helmet and her ſhield, 
Temper'd with ſuch ſuperior art, 

That both were proof to ev'ry dart. 

Two warlike chiefs approach'd the green, 
And wond'rous favourites with the Queen: 
Both were of Amazonian race, 

Both high in merit and in place. 

Here Reſolution march'd, whoſe ſoul 

No fear could ſhake, no pow'r controul ; 

- The heroine wore a Roman veſt, 

A lion's heart inform'd her dreaſt. 

There Prudence ſhone, whoſe boſom wrought 
With all the various plans of thought; 
*Twas her's to bid the troops engage, 

And teach the battle where to rage. 

And now the Siren's armies preſs, 
Their van was headed by Exceſs: 
The mighty wings, that form'd the fide, 
Commanded by that giant Pride : 

While Sickneſs, and her ſiſters Pain 
And Poverty, the center gaiu ; 
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Repentance, with a brow ſevere, 
And Death were ſtation'd in the rear. 
Health rang'd her troops with matchileſs art, 
And acted the defenſive part: * 
Her army poſted on a hill, 
Plainly beſpoke ſuperior 1kill : 
Hence were diſcover'd thro' the plain, 
The motions of the hoſtile train: 
While Prudence, to prevent ſurprize, 
Oft' ſally'd with her truſty ſpies ; 
Explor'd each ambuſcade below, 
And reconnoitred well the foe. 
Afar when Luxury deſcry'd 
Inferior force by art ſupply'd, 
The Siren ſpake—Let Fraud prevail, 
Since all my numerous hoſts muſt fail ; 
Hencetorth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe, 
I'll fend to Health and offer peace. 
Strait ſhe difpatch'd with pow'rs corapleat, 
Pleaſure, her miniſter, to treat. 
This wicked {trumpet topp'd her part, 
And ſow'd ſedition in the heart! 
Thro' ev'ry troop the poiſon ran, 
All were infected to a man. 
The weary generals were won 
By Pleaſure's wiles, and both undone. 
Jove held the troops in high diſgrace, 
And bade diſeaſes blaſt their race ; 
Look'd on the queen with melting eyes, 
And ſnatch'd his darling to the ſkies ; 
Who (till regards thoſe wiſer few, 
That dare her dictates to purſue. 
For where her ſtricter law prevails, 
Tho” paſſion prompts, or vice aflails, 
Long ihall the cloudleſs ſkies behold, 
And their calm ſun-ſet beam with gold, 
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N AN is deceiv'd by outward ſhow— 
'Tis a plain homeſpun truth, I know; 

The fraud prevails at ev'ry age, 

So ſays the ſchool-boy and the ſage ; 

Yet ſtill we hug the dear deceit, 

And till exclaim againſt the cheat. 

But whence this inconſiſtent part? 

Say, Moraliſts, who know the heart: 

If you'll this labyrinth purſue, 

In go before and find the clue. 

I dreamt ('twas on a Birth-day night) 

ſuraptuous palace roſe to ſight : 

The builder had thro' ev'ry part 

Obſerv'd the chaſteſt rules of art; 

Raphael and Titian had diſplay'd 

All the full force of light and ſhade : 

Arcund the livery'd ſervants wait 

An aged porter kept the gate. 

As I was traverſing the hall, 

Where Bruſſels' looms adorn'd the wall, 

(Whoſe tap'ſtry ſhews, without my aid, 

A aun is no ſuch. uſeleſs maid) 

A gracetul perſon came in view 

(His form, it ſeems, is known to few) 

His Jreſs was unadorn'd with lace, 

But charms ! a thouſand in his face. 

This, Sir, your property? I cry'd— 

Maſter and manſion coincide : 

Where all, indeed, is truly great, 

And proves, that bliſs may dwell with ſtate, 
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Pray, Sir, indulge a ſtranger's claim, 

And grant the favour of your name, 
« CoxnTENT,” the lovely form reply'd ; 

© But think not here that I reſide; 

Here lives a courtier baſe and fly ; 

\n open, honeſt, ruſtic, I. 

Dur taſte and manners diſagree, 

His levee boaſts no charms for me 2 

For titles, and the ſmiles of Kings, 

To me are cheap, unheeded things, 

'Tis virtue can alone impart 

The patent of a ducal heart : 

Unleſs this herald ſpeaks him great, 

What ſhall avail the glare of ſtate ?) 

Thoſe ſecret charms are my delight, 

Which ſhine remote from public ſight : 

Paſſions ſubdu'd, defires at reſt, ——- 

And hence his chaplain ſhares my breaſt, 
“There was a time (his Grace can tell) 

I knew the Duke exceeding well; 

Knew ev'ry ſecret of his heart ; 

In truth, we never were apart : 

But when the court became his end, 

He turn'd his back upon his friend. 
« One day I call d upon his Grace, 

Juſt as the Duke had got a place: 

I thought (but thought amiſs, tis clear) 

I ſhould be welcome to the peer ; 

Yes, welcome to a man in pow'r ; 

And ſo I was for half an hour. 

But he grew weary of his gueſt, 

And ſoon diſcarded me hi breaſt ; 

Upbraided me with want of merit, 

But moſt for poverty of 1 * 
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« You reliſh not the great man's lot e 
me, haſten to my humbler cot. 
Think me not partial to the great, 
I'm a ſwern foe to pride and ſtate; 
Ko monarch ſhares my kind embrace, 
's ſcarce a monarch knows my face : 
ntent ſhuns courts, and oft'ner dwells 
With modeſt worth in.rural cells; 
There's no complaint, tho brown the bread, 
Ur the rude tarf ſuſtain the head : 
Tho” hard the couch, and coarſe the meat, 
Still the brown loaf and fleep are ſweet, 
« Far from the city I reſide, 
And a thatch'd cottage all my pride. 
True to my heart, 1 ſeldom roam, 
Becauſe I find my joys at home: 
For foreign viſits then begin, 
When the man feels a void within. 

« But tho' from towns and crowds 1 fly, 
No tumouriſt, nor cynic, I. | 
Amidſt ſequeſter'd ſhades I prize 
The friendſhip of the good and wiſe. 

Bid Virtue and her ſons attend, 

Virtue will tell thee, I'm her friend : 
Tell thee, I'm faithful, conſtant, kind, 
And meek, and lowly, and reſign'd ; 
Will ſay, there's no diſtinction known 
Betwixt her houſhold and my own.” 

AvuTHos.] If theſe the friendſhips you purſue, 
Your friends, I fear, are very few. 
$9 little company, you ſay, 

Let fond of home from day tay ? 
How do you ſhun Detraction's rod? 
I daubt your neighbours think you odd! 
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ConTexT,] I commune with myſelf at night, 

And aſk my heart if all be right ; 

If, „Night, replies my faithful breaſt, 

I ſmile, and cloſe my eyes to reſt. . 
Aurnox. ] You ſeem regardleſs of the Town: 

Pray, Sir, how ſtand you with the Gown ? 
ConTENT.] The clergy fay they love me well; 

Whether they do, they beſt can tel, 

They paint me modeſt, friendly, wiſe, 

And always praiſe me to the ſkies ; 

But if conviction's at the heart, 

Why not a correſpondent part? 

For ſhall the learned tongue prevail, 

If actions preach a diff rent tale? 

Who'll feek my door and grace my walls, 

When neither dean nor prelate call? 
With thoſe my friendſhips moſt obtain, 

Who prize their duty more than gain, 

Soft flow the hours whene' er we meat, 

And conſcious virtue is our treat, 

Our harmleſs breaſts no envy know, 

And hence we fear no ſecret foe. 

Our walks Ambition ne'er attends, 

And hence we aſk no pow'rful friends. 

We with the beſt to church and tate, 

But leave the ſteerage to the great; 

Careleſs who riſes, or who falls, 

And never dream, of vacant ſtalls: 

Much leſs, by pride or int'reſt drawn, 

Sigh for the mitre and the lawn. | 
Obſerve the ſecrets of my art, 

In fandamegtal truths impart : 

If you'll my kind advice purſue, 

I quit my hut, and dwell with you. 
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The Paſſions are a num'rous croud, 
Imperious, poſitive, and loud : 
Curb theſe licentious ſons of ſtrife z 
Hence chiefly riſe the ſtorms of life 2 
If they grow mutinous, and rave, 
They are thy maſters, thou their flave, 
Regard the world with cautious eye, 
Nor raiſe your expectation high. 
Sce that the balanc4d ſcales be ſuch, 
You nether fear nor hope too much 5 
For diſappointment's not the thing, 
'Tis pride and pation point the ſting. 
Life is a ſea, where ftorms muſt riſe, 
"Tis Folly talks of cloudlefs ſkies : 
He whp contracts his ſwelling fail 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 
Be (till, nor anx1ous thoughts employ, 
Diſtruſt embitters preſent joy: 
On God for all events depend; 
You cannot want when God's your friend, 
Weigh well your part, and do your beſt ; 
Leave to your Maker all the reſt, | 
The Hand which form'd thee in the womb, 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. 
Can the fond mother flight her boy? 
Can ſhe forget her prattling joy ? 
Say then, ſhell Sovereign Love deſert 
The humble and the honeſt heart ? 
Heav'n may not grant thee all thy mind; 
Yet ſay not thou that Heav*n's unkind. 
God is alike both good and wiſe 
In what he grants, and what denies : 
Perhaps, what Goodneſs gives to-day, 
To-morrow Goodneſs takes away. 
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You ſay, that troubles intervene, 
That ſorrows darken half the ſcene. 
Trae and this conſequence you ſee, 
The world was ne'er deſign'd for thee ; 
Yowre like a paſlenger below, 
That ſtays perhaps a night or fo ; 
But ſtill his native country lies 
Beyond the bound'ries of the ſkies. 
Of Heav'n alk virtue, wiſdom, health, 
But never let thy pray'r be wealth. 
If food be thine (tho? little gold), 
\nd raiment to repel the cold; 
duch as may Nature's wants ſuffice, 
Not what from pride. and folly riſe ; 
If ſoft the motions of thy ſoul, 
\nd a calm conſcience crowns the whole; 
dd but a friend to all this ſtore, - 
ou can't in reaſon wiſh for more : 
And if kind Heav'n this comfort brings, 
Tis more than Heay'n beſtows on Kings. 
He ſpake the airy ſpectre flies, 
\ nd ſtrait the ſweet illuſion dies. 
The viſion, at the early dawn, 
onſign'd me to the thoughtful 'morn 
To all the cares of waking clay, 
und inconſiſtent dreams of day, 
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YE diRile youths, whoſe riſing ſun 
Hath many circles yet to run 

Who wiſely wiſh the pilot's chart, 

To ſteer thro! life th' unſteady heart; 

And all the thoughtful voyage paſt, 

To gain a happy port at laſt: 

Attend a Seer's inſtructive ſong, 

For moral truths to dreams belong. 

I ſaw this wondrous viſion ſoon, 
Long ere my ſun had reach'd its noon ; 
o when the riſing beard began 

o grace my chin, and call me Man. | 

One night, when balmy ſlumbers ſhed 
Their peaceful poppies o'er my head, 
My fancy led me to explore 
A thouſand ſcenes unknown before. 

I faw a plain extended wide, 

And cronds pour'd in from ev'ry fide : 
All ſeem'd to ſtart a diff*rent game, 
Yet all declar'd their views the ſame ; 
The chace was Happineſs I found, 
But all, alas! enchanted grounk 

Indeed I judg'd it wond'rous ſtrange, 
To ſee the giddy numbers range 
Thro' roads, which promis'd nought, at beſtʒ 
But ſorrow to the human breaſt. 
Methought, if bliſs was all their view, 
Why did they diff*reat paths purſue ? 
The waking world has long agreed, 
That Bagſhot's not the road to Tweed: 
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And he who Berwick ſeeks thro” Staines, 
Shall have his labour for his pains. 

As Parnel * ſays, my boſom wrought 
With travail of uncertain thought: 
And as an angel help'd the dean, 
My angel choſe to intervene : 
The dreſs of each was much the ſame, 
And Virtue. was my ſeraph's name. 
When thus the angel filence broke, 
Her voice was muſic as ſhe ſpoke. 

Attend, O man, nor leave my fide, 
And ſafety ſhall thy footſteps guide ; 
Such truths I'll teach, ſuch ſecrets ſhow, 
As none but favour'd mortals know. 

She ſaid—and ſtrait we march'd along 
To join Ambition's active throng : 
Crouds urg'd on crouds with eager pace, 
And happy he who led the race. 
Axes and daggers lay unſeen 
In ambuſcade along the green; 
hile vapours ſhed deluſive light, 
\nd bubbles mock'd the diſtant ſight, 
We ſaw a ſhining mountain riſe, 
hoſe tow'ring ſummit reach'd the ſkies ; 
he ſlopes were ſteep, and form'd of glaſs, 
Painful and hazardous to paſs : 
ourtiers and ſtateſmen led the way, 
he faithleſs paths their ſteps betray z 
his moment ſeen aloft to ſoar, 
he next to fall and riſe no more, 
"Twas here Ambition kept her court, 
phantom of gigantic port: 

he fav'rite that ſuſtain'd her throno 

Was Falſhgod, by her vizard known 


* The Hermit. 
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Next ſtood Miſtruſt, with frequent ſigh, 
Diſorder'd look, and ſquinting eye ; 
While meagre Envy claim'd a place, 
And Jealouſy with jaundic'd face. 
But where is Happineſs? I cry'd. 
My guardian turn'd, and thus reply'd : 
Mortal, by folly till beguil'd, 
Thou haſt not yet outſtripp'd the child; 


Thou, who haſt twenty winters ſeen, 


(I hardly think thee paſt fifteen) 

To aſk if Happineſs can dwell 

With every dirty imp of hell ! 

Go to the ſchool-boy, he ſhall preach 
What twenty winters cannot teach; 
He'll tell thee from his weekly theme, 
That thy purſuit is all a dream : 

That bliſs ambitious views diſowns, 
And, ſelf-dependent, laughs at thrones 
Prefers the ſhades. and lowly ſeats, 
Whither fair Innocence retreats : 

So the coy lily of the vale 

Shuns eminence, and loves the dale. 

I bluſh'd : and now we croſs'd the plain, 
To find the money- getting train; 
Thoſe filent, ſnug, commercial bands, 
With buſy looks, and dirty hands, 
Amidſt theſe thoughtful crouds, the old 


Plac'd all their Happineſs in gold. 


And ſurely, if there's bliſs below, 
Theſe hoary heads the ſecret know. 

We journey'd with the plodding crew, 
When ſoon a temple roſe to view 
A gothic pile! with moſs o'er-grown ; 
Strong were the walls, and built with ſtone 


HAPPINESS. 


Without a thouſand maſtiffs wait z 

A thouſand bolts ſecure the gate. 

We ſought admiſſion Joag in vain 3 

For here all favours ſell for gain : 

Tae greedy porter yields to gold, 

His fee receiv'd, the gates unfold. 
Aiſenibled nations here we found, 

And view'd the cringing herds around, 
Who daily ſacrific'd to Wealth 

Their honour, conſcience, peace, and health, 
I ſaw no charms that coul engage; 
The god appear'd like ſordid age, 

With hooked noſe, and famiſh'd jaws, 
But ſerpent's eyes, and harpy's claws : 
Behind ſtood Fear, that reſtleſs ſpright, 
Which haunts the watches of the night; 
And viper Care, that ſtings ſo deep, 
Whoſe deadly venom murders fleep. 

We halten now to Pleaſure's bow'rs, 
Where the gay tribes ſat crown'd with fluw'rs : 
Here Beauty every charm diſplay'd, 

And Love inflam'd the yielding maid : 
Del. cious Wine our taſte employs, 
His crimſon bowl exalts bur joys © 

felt its gen'rous heat, and thought 
The pearl was found, that long I ſought. 
Determin'd here to fix my home, 

I bleſs'd the change, nor wiſh'd to roam: 
The Seraph diſapprov'd my ſtay, 
Spread her fair plumes, and wing'd away. 

Alas! whene'er we talk of blifs, 

How prone is man to judge amiſs! 

See, a long train of ills conſpires 

To ſcourge our uncontrol'd defires, 
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Like ſummer ſwarms Diſeaſes croud, 
Each bears a crutch, or each a ſhroud: 
Fever ! that thirſty fury, came, 

With inextinguiſhable flame; 
Conſumption, ſworn ally of Death! 
Crept ſlowly on with panting breath; 


Gout roar'd, and ſhew'd his throbbing feet; 


And Dropſy took the drunkard's ſeat ; 


Stone brought his tort'ring racks; and near 


Sat Palſy ſhaking in her chair. 

A mangled youth, beneath a ſhade, 

A melancholy ſcene diſplay'd: 
His noſeleſs face, and loathſome ſtains, 
Proclaim'd the poiſon in his veins ; 
He rais'd his eyes, he ſmote his breaſt, 
He wept aloud, and thus addreſs'd: 

Forbear the harlot's fafe embrace, 
Tho” lewdneſs wear an angel's face. 
B: wiſe, by my experience taught; 

I die, alas! for want of thought. 

As he who trevels Lybia's plains, 
Where the fierce lion lawleſs-reigns, 
Is feiz'd with fear and wild diſmay, 
When the grim foe obſtructs his way; 
My ſopl was pierc'd with equal fright, 
My tott'ring limbs oppos'd my flight ; 
I call'd on Virtue, but in vain, 

Her abſence quicken'd every pain: 
At length the ſlighted angel heard, 
The dear refulgent form appear'd. 


Preſumptuous youth! ſhe ſaid, and frown'd. ; 
My heart - ſtrings flutter'd at the ſound ) 


ho turns to me reluctant ears, 
Shall ſhed repeated floods of tears, 


HAPPINESS. 


N 


F 
A 
H 


ty KK Hy 


8 


HAPPINESS. A + 


Theſe rivers ſhall for ever laſt, 

There's no retracting what is paſt : 

Nor think avenging ills to ſhun ; 

Play a falſe card, and you're undone. 
Of Pleafure's gilded baits beware, 

Nor tempt the Syren's fatal ſnare : 

Foregd this curs'd, deteſted place, 

Abhor the ſtrumpet and her race: 

Had you thoſe ſofter paths purſu'd, 

Perdition, ſtripling, had enſu'd; 

Yes, fly you ſtand upon its briak ; 

To-morrow is too late to think. 
Indeed unwelcome truths I tell, 

But mark my ſacred leſſon well: 

With me whoever lives at ſtrife, 

Loſes his better friend for life ; 

With me who lives in friendſhip's ties, 

Finds all that's ſought for by the wiſe, 

Folly exclaims, and well ſhe may, 

Becauſe I take her maſk away ; 

If once I bring her to the ſun, 

The painted harlot is undone. 

But prize, my child, oh! prize my rules, 

And leave Deception to her fools. 
Ambition deals in tinſel toys, 

Her traffic gewgaws, fleeting joys ! 

An arrant juggler in diſguiſe, 

Who holds falſe optics to your eyes. 
But ah ! how quick the ſhadows paſs ; 
Tho” the bright viſions thro” her glaſs 
Charm at a diſtance; yet, when near, 
The baſeleſs fabrics diſappear. 

Nor Riches boaſt intrinfic worth, 
Their charms at beit, ſuperior earth : 
D 2 
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Theſe oft” the heav'n-· born mind enſlave, 
And make an honeſt man a knave. 
«+ Wealth cures my wants,” the miſer cries ; 


Be not deceiv'd, the miſer lies: 
ne want he has with all his ſtore, F 
That worſt of wants !—the want of more. dub 
Take Pleaſure, Wealth, and Pomp away, 
And where is Happineſs, you ſay? Cat 
'Tis here—and may be yours—for, know, But 
I'm all that's Happineſs below, In 
To vice 1 leave tumultuous joys, Ca, 
S110e is the till and foſter voice, f 
That whiſpers peace, when ſtorms invade, Tn 
And muſic through the midnight ſhade. Fre 
Come then, be mine in ev'ry part, . Th 
Nor give me leſs than all your heart: Al 
When troubles diſcompoſe your breatt, Ib 
Fil enter there a chearful gueſt ; 
My converſe ſhall your cares beguile, Tt 
The little world within ſhall ſmile ; Fc 
And then it ſcarce imports a jot, | N 
Whether the great world frowns or not. | A 
And when the cloſing ſcenes prevail, TI 


When wealth, tate, pleaſure, all hall fail; 
All that a fooliſh world admires, V 
Or Pathon craves, or Pride inſpires; V 
At that important hour of need, A 
Virtue ſhall prove a friend indeed! 

wy ty hands ſhall ſmooth thy dying bed, 

ny arms ſuſtain thy drooping head: 

And when the painful ſtruggle's o'er, 

And that vain thing, the world, no more; 
I'll bear my fav'rite ſon away 

To rapture, and eternal day, 
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FRIENDSHIP. 
VISION VI. 


RIENDSHIP! thouſoft, propitious pow'r ! 
Sweet regent of the ſocial hour 

dublime the joys, nor underſtood 

by the virtuous and the good! 

Ca ab. and riot take thy name, 

But „tis a falſe affected claim. 

In heav'n if love and friendſhip dwell, 

Can they aſſociate e er with hell ? 

Thou art the ſame thro' change of times, 
Thro' frozen zones, and burning climes ; 
From the æquator to the pole, 

The ſame kind angel thro' the whole: 
And fince thy choice is always free, 
I bleſs thee for thy ſmiles on me. 

When ſorrows ſwell the tempeſt high, 
Thou, a Kind port, art always nigh ; 

For aching hearts a ſov'reign cure, 
Not ſoft Nepenthe * half ſo ſure ! 
And when returning comforts riſe, 
Thou the bright ſun that gilds our ſkies. 

While theſe ideas warm'd my breaſt, 
My weary eye-lids ſtole to reſt ; 

When fancy re- aſſurn'd the theme, 
And furniſh'd this inſtructive dream. 


* Nepenthe is an herb, which being infuſed in 
wine diſpels grief. It is unknown to the moderns z 
but ſome believe it a Kind of Opium, and others 
take it for a ſpecies of Bug/oſs, Pho, 21. . and 
25. 2, 
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I ſail'd upon a ſtormy fea, 

{Thouſands embark'd alike with me) 
My ſkiff was ſmall, and weak beſide, 
Not built, methought, to ſtem the tide. 
The winds along the ſurges ſweep, 

The wrecks lie {catter'd thro” the deep; 
Aloud the foaming billows roar, 
Unfriendly rocks forbid the ſhore. 

While all our various courſe purſue, 
A ſpacious iſle ſalutes our view. 

Two Queens, with tempers ditf'ring wide 
This new-diſcover'd world divide ; 

A river partstheir proper claim, 

And Truth its celebrated name. 

One fide a beauteous tract of ground 
Preſents, with living verdure crown'd, 
Tie ſeaſons temp'rate, ſoft, and mild, 
And a kind ſun that always ſmil'd, 

Few ſtorms moleſt the natives here; 


Cold is the only ill they fear, 
This happy clime, and grateful foil, 


With plenty crowns the lab'rer's toil, 
Here Friendſhip's happy kingdom grew, 

Ter realms were ſmall, her ſubjects few. 

A. thouſand charnts the palace grace, 

A rock of adamant its baſe, 

Tho” thunders roll, and liglunings fly, 

This ſtructure braves th” inclement ſky. 

Ev'n Time, which other piles devours, 

Amd mocks the pride of human pow rs, 

Partial to Friendſhip's pile alone, 

Cements the joints, and binds the fone ; 

Rapens the beauties of the place, 

And calls to life each latent grace. 
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Around the throne, in order ſtand 
Four Amazons, a truſty band; 
Friends ever faithful to adviſe, 
Or to defend when dangers rite. 
Here Fortitude in coat of mail 
There Juſtice liſts the golden ſcale! 
Two hardy chiefs ; who perſevere, 
With form erect, and brow ſevere ; 
Who ſmile at perzls, pains, and death, 
And triumph with their lateſt breath. 

Temperance, that comely matron's near, 
Guardian of all the Virtues here ; 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 
Without one wrinkle in her face. 

But Prudence .moſt attracts the fight, 
And ſhines pre-eminently bright. 
To view her various thoughts that riſe, 
She holds a mirrour to her eyes; 
The mirrour, faithful to its charge, 
Reflects we virgin's ſoul in large. 

A Virtue with a ſofter air, 
Was hand-maid to the regal fair. 
This nymph, indulgent, conftant, kind, 
Derives from Heav'n.her ſpotleſs mind; 
When actions wear a dubious face, 
Puts the beſt meaning on the caſe ; 
She ſpreads her arms, and bares her hrs ſt, 
Takes in the naked and diſtreſs'd ; 
Prefers the hungry orphan's cries, 
And from her Queen obtains ſupplies. 
The maid who acts this lovely part, 
Graſp'd in her hand a bleeding heart. 
Fair Charity ! be thou my gueſt, 
Aud be thy conſtant couch my breaſt, 
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But Virtues of inferior name, 

Croud round the throne with equal claim ; 
in loyalty by none ſurpaſs'd, 

They hold allegiance to the laſt. 

Not ancient records e'er can ſhew 

That one ceſerted to the foe. 

The river's other ſide Ciſplay'd 
Alternate plots of flowers and ſhade, 
Where poppies ſhone with various hae, 
Where yielding willows plenteous grew; 
And humble * plants, by trav'lers thought 
With flow but certain poiſon fraught. 
Beyond theſe ſcenes, the eye deſcry'd 
A pow'rful realm extended wide, 

Whoſe bound'ries from north-eaſt begun, 
And ftretch'd to meet the ſouth-weſt ſun. 
Here Flatt'ry boaſts deſpotic ſway, 

And baſks in a!l the warmth of day. 

Long practis'd in Deception's ſchool, , 
The tyrant knew the arts to rule ; 

Eluted with th' imperial robe, 

- She plans the conqueſt of the globe; 

And aided by her ſervile trains, 

Leads Kings, and ſons of kings, in chains, 
. Her darling miniſter is Pride, 

(Who ne'er was known to change his ſide) 
-\ friend to all her intereſts juſt, 

And aftive to diſcharge his truſt; 

Care(s'd alike by high and low, 

Ine idol of the belle and beau: 


* The humble plant bends down before the touch (as 
the ſenſitive plant ſhrinks from the touch) and is ſaid 
by ſome to be the f}ow poiſon of the Indians. 
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In every ſhape he ſhews his ſkill, 
And forms her ſubjects to his will; 
Enters their houſes and their hearts, 
And gains Ins point before he parts. 
dure never minitter was known 
do zealous for his ſoy*reign's throne | 
Three ſiſters, ſimilar in mien, 
Were maids of honour to the Queen; 
Who farther favours ſhar'd beſide, 
As daughters of her ſtateſman Pride, 
The firſt Conceit, with tow'ring creſt, 
Who look'd with ſcorn upon the reſt ; 
Fond of herſelf, not leſs, I deem, 
Than ducheſs in her own eſteem. 

Next Afﬀectation, fair and young, 
Vith half. form'd accents on her tongue, 
Vhoſe antic ſhapes, and various face, 
Diſtorted every native grace. 

Then Vanity, a wanton maid, 
Flaunting in Bruſſels and brocade : 
Fantaſtic, frolickſome, and wild, 
Vith alb the trinkets of a child. 

The people, loyal to the Queen, 

Vore their attachment in their mien: 
Vith chearful heart they humage paid, 
and happieſt he, who moſt obey'd ; 

While they who ſought their own applauſe, 
Promoted moſt their ſov'reign's cauſe. 
he minds of all were fraught with guile, 
Their manners diſſolute and vile; 

And every tribe, like pagans, run 

To kneel hefore the riſing ſun. 

But now ſome clam'rous ſounds ariſe, 
Ang all the pleaſing viſton flies. 
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Once more I clos'd my eyes to ſleep, 
And gain'd th' imaginary deep; 
Fancy preſided at the helm, 


And ſteer'd me back to Friendſhip's realm. 


But oh ! with horror I relate 
The revolutions of her ſtate, 
The Trojan chief cou'd hardly more 
His Aſiatic tow'rs deplore. 
For Flatt'ry view'd thoſe fairer plains 


With longing eyes, where Friendſhip reigns 3 


With envy heard ker neighbour's fanie, 
And often ſigh'd to gain the ſame. 
At length, by pride and int'reſt fir'd, 
To Friendſhip's kingdom ſhe aſpir'd. 
And now commencing open foe, 
She plans in thought ſome mighty blow; 
Draws out her forces on the green, 
And marches to invade the Queen, 
The river Truth the hoſts withſtood, 
And roll'd her formidable flood: 
Her current ſtrong, and deep, and ctear, 
No fords were found, no ferries near : 
But as the troops approach'd-the waves, 
Their fears ſuggeſt a thouſand graves ; 
They all retir'd with haſte extreme, 
And ſhudder'd at the dang'rous ſtream, 
Hypocriſy the gulph explores; 
She forms a bridge, and joins the ſhores, 
Thus often art or fraud prevails, 
When military proweſs fails. 
The troops an eaſy paſſage find, 
And Vict'ry follows cloſe betliind, 
Friendſhip with ardor charg'd her foes, 
And now the fight promifcuous grows; 
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pat Flatt'ry threw a poiſon'd dart, 
And pierc'd the empreſs to the heart. 
The Virtues all around were ſeen 
o fall in heaps about the Queen. 
Thie tyrant ſtript the mangled fair, 
he wore her ſpoils, aſſum'd her air; 
And mounting next the ſuſk'rer's throne, 
aim'd the Queen's titles as her own. 
Ali! injur'd maid, aloud I cry'd, 

Ah! injur'd maid, the rocks reply'd. 

But judge my griefs, and ſhare them too, 
For the ſad tale pertains to you ; 

judge, reader, how ſevere the wound, 
When Friendſhip's foes were mine, I found; 
When the ſad ſcene of pride and guile 
Was Britain's poor degen'rate ifle. 

The Amazons, who propp'd the ſtate, 

Haply furviv'd the general fate. 

Juſtice to Powis-Houſe is fled, 

And Yorke ſuſtains her radiant Head. 
The Virtue Fortitude appears 

In open day at Ligonier's; 

Inuſtrious heroine of the ſcy, 

Who leads to vanquith or to die ! 
"Twas ſhe our vet'rans breaſts inſpir d, 
Vhen Belgia's faithleſs ſons retir'd: 
'or Tournay's treach'rous towers can d 
Britannia's children greatly fell. 

No partial Virtue of the plain! 
he rous'd the lions of the main: 
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Hence“ Vernon's little fleet ſucceeds, 
And hence the gen'rous 4 Cornwall bleeds. 
Hence || Grenville glorious for ſhe ſmil'd 
On the young hero from a child, 

Tho! in high life ſuch virtues dwell, 
They'll ſuit plebeian breaſts as well. 
Say, that the mighty and the great 
Bl.ze like meridian ſuns of ſtate ; 
Etfulgent excellence diſplay, 
Like Halifax, in floods of day; 
Our leſſer orbs may pour their light, 
Like the mild creſcent of the night: 
Tho pale our beams, and ſmall our ſphere, 
Still we may ſhine ſerene and clear. 

Give to the judge the ſcarlet gown, 
To martial ſouls the civic crown : 
What then? Is merit theirs alone? 
Have we no worth to call our own ? 
Shall we not vindicate our part 
In the firm breaſt, and upright heart? 
Reader, theſe virtues may be thine, 
Tho' in ſaperior life they ſhine. 
I can't difcharge great Hardwicke's truſt— 
True but my ſoul may ſtill be juſt. 
And tho' I can't the ſtate defend, 
I'll draw the ſword to ſerve my friend. 


* At Porto Bello. 


& Againlt the cumbin'd fleets. of France anc 


Spain. 


Died in a later engagement with the French fleet. 
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Two golden Virtues are behind, 
Of equal import to the mind; 
Prudence, to point out Wiſdom's way, 
Or to reclaim us when we ſtray; 
Temp'rance, to guard the youthful heart, 
When Vice and Folly throw the dart. 
Each Vartue, let the world agree, 
Daily reſides with you and me: 
And when our ſouls in friendſhip join, 
We'll deem the ſocial bond divine ; 
Thro” ev'ry ſcene maintain our truſt, 
Nor e'er be timid or unjuſt. 
That breaſt where Honour builds his throne, 
That breaſt which Virtue calls her own, 
Nor int'reſt warps, nor fear appals, 
When danger frowns, or lucre calls. 
No! the true friend collected ſtands, 
Fearleſs his heart, and pure his hands, 
Let lat'reſt plead, let forms arife, 
He dares be honelt, tho' he dics | 
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AIRES T, this viſton is thy due, 
I form'd th' inſtructive plan for you. 
Slight not the rules of thoughtful age, 
Your welfare actuates every page; 

But ponder well my ſacred theme, . 
And tremble, while you read my dream. 
Thoſe awful words “ til death do part,” 
May well alarm the youthful heart : 

No after-thought when once a wife; 
The die is caſt, and caſt for life: 

Yet thouſands venture ev'ry day, 

As ſome baſe paſſion leads the wav. 
Pert Silvia talks of wedlock-ſcenes, 
Tho' hardly enter d on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining ſpark, and hea: 
The ſugar'd {peech with raptur'd ears; 
impatient of a parent's rule, 

She leaves her fire and weds a fool. 
Want enters at the guardleſs door, 

And Love is fled, to come no more. 
Some few there are of ſordid mould, 
Who barter youth and bloom for gold; 
Careleſs with what or whom they mate, 
Their ruling pallion's all for Qate. 

But Hymen, gen'rous, jutt, and king, 
Abliors the mercenary. mind: 

Such rebels groan beneath his rod, 

For Hymen's a vindictive god; 
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Be joyleſs ev'ry night, he ſaid, 
Aud barren be their nuptial bed. 

Attend, my fair, to Wiſdom's voice, 
A better fate ſhall crown thy choice, 

A married life, to ſpeak the beſt, 

Is all a lottery conſeſt; 

Yet if my fair-one will be wife, 

I will inſure my girl a prize; 

Tho” not a prize to match thy worth, 
Perhaps thy equal's not on earth. 

Tis an important point to know, 
There's no perfection here below. 
Man's an odd compound, after all, 

And ever has been ſince the Fall. 

Say, that he loves you from his ſoul, 

Still man is proud, nor brooks controul; 
And tho a ſlave in Jove's ſoft ſchool, 

In wedlock claims his right to rule. 

The bett, in ſhort, has faults about him; 
If ſew thoſe fauls, you mult not flout him. 
With ſome, indeed, you can't diſpenſe, 
As want of temper and of ſenſe; 

For when the ſun deſerts the ſkies, 

And the dull winter evenings riſe, 

Then for a huſband's ſocial pow'r 

To form the calm, converſive hour; 
The treaſures of thy breaſt explore, 
From the rich mine to draw the ore ; 
Fendly each gen'rous thought refine ; 
And give thy native gold to ſhine ; 

Shew thee, as really thou art, 

Tho? fair, yet fairer ſtill at heart. | 

Say, when life's purple bloſſoms fade, 
As foon they ruſt, thou charming maid ; 
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When in thy cheek the roſes die, 
And ſickneſs clouds that brilliant eye ; 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 
And thoſe dear limbs ſhail call for aid; 
It thou art fetter'd to a fool, 
Shall not his tranſient paſſion cool! 
And when thy health and beauty end, 
Shall thy weak mate perſiſt a friend ! 
But to a man of ſenſe, my dear, 
Ev'n then thou lovely ſhalt appear; 
He'll ſhare the griefs that wound thy heart, 
And weeping claim the larger part ; 
Tbo' age impairs that beauteous faee, 
He'll! prize the pearl beyond its caſe. 

In wedlock when the ſexes meet, 
Friendſhip is only then compleat. 
« Bleit ſtate ! where ſouls each other draw, 
« Where love is liberty and law!“ 
The choiceſt blefling found below 
That man can wiſh, or Heaven beſtow. 
Truſt me, theſe raptures are divine, 
For lovely Chloe once was mine! 
Nor fear the varniſh of my ſlyle, 
Thy poet, I'm eſtrang'd to guile, 
Ah me ! my faithſul lips impart 
The genuine language of my heart! 

When, bards extol their patrons high, 
Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lie; 
Perhaps the poor reward of bread—— 
But who burns incenſe to the dead |! 
He, whom a fond affection draws, 
Careleſs of cenſure or applauſe ; 
Whoſe ſoul is upright and ſincere, 
Wuh nought to wiſh, and nought to fear, 
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Now to my viſic#ary ſcheme: 
Attend, and profit by my dream, 

Amidtt the flumbers of the night, 
A. ſtately temple roſe to ſight ; 

And ancient as the human race, 

If Nature's purpoſes you trace. 

This fane, by all the wiſe rever'd, 

To wedlock's pow'rful god was rear'd. 

Hard by I ſaw a gracetul ſage, 

His locks were froſted o'er by age ; 

His garb was plain, his mind ſerene, 

And wiſdom dignify'd his mien. 

With curious ſearch his name I ſovght, 

And found 'twas Hymen's fav'rite—Thovught, 

Apace the giddy crouds advance, 
And a lewd ſatyr led the dance. 

I griey'd to ſee whole thouſands run, 
For oh ! what thouſands were undone ! 
The ſage, when theſe mad troops he ſpy'd, 
In pity flew to join their fide : 

The diſconcerted pairs began 

To rail againſt him, to a man; 

Vow'd they were ſtrangers to his name, 
Nor knew from whence the dotard came. 

But mark the ſequel——for this truth 
Highly concerns impetuous youth. 

Long ere the honey-moon could wane, 
Perdition ſeiz'd on ev'ry twain ; 

At ev'ry houſe, and all day long, 
Repentance ply'd her ſcorpion thong ; 
Diſguſt was there with frowning mien, 
And every wayward child of Spleen. 

Hymen approach'd his awful fane, 
Attended by a numerous * : 
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Love with each ſoft and nameleſs grace, 
Was firſt in favour and in place: 
Then came the god with ſolemn gait, 
Whoſe ev'ry word was big with fate; 
His hand a flaming taper bore, 

That ſacred ſymbol, fam'd of yore: 
Virtue, adorn'd with ev'ry charm, 
Suſtain'd the goe's incumbent arm: 
Beauty improv'd the glewing ſcene 
With all the roſes of eighteen : 
Youth led the gayly-ſmiling fair, 

His purple pinions wav'd in air : 


With vulture-claw, and eagle-cye, 
Who threeſcore years had ſeen, or more, 
('Tis ſaid his coat had ſeen a ſcore;) 
Proud was the wretch, tho” clad in rags , 
Preſuming much upon his bags. 

A female next her arts diſplay'd, 
Poets alone can paint the maid : 
Truſt me, Hogarth, (tho? great thy fame) 
*Twould poſe thy {kill to draw the ſame; 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is more 
Than ever painter's was before : 
Now ſhe was fair as cygnet's down, 
Now as Mat Prior's Emma brown ; 
And changing as the changing flow'r, 
Her dreſs the varied every hour : 
"Twas Fancy, child !—You know the fair, 
Who pins your gown, and ſets your hair, 
| Lo! the god mounts his throne of ſtate, 
And fits the arbiter of fate : 
His head with radiant glories deeſt, 
Gentiy reclin'd on Virtae's breaſt ; 


Wealth, a cloſe hunks, walk'd hobbling nighy 
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HAPPINESS: 


Love took his ſtation on the right, 
His quuver beam'd with golden light, 
Beauty uſurp'd the ſecond place, 
Ambitions of diſtinguiſh'd grace; 

She claim'sd this ceremonial toy, 
Becauſe related to the boy; 

(Said it was her's to point his dart, 
And ſpeed its paſſage to the heart) 
While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their ſtand. 

And now the hallow'd rites proceed, 
And now a thouſand heart-ſtrings bleed. 
I ſaw a blooming trembling bride, 

A toothlefs lover join'd her fide ; 
Averie ſhe turn'd her weeping face, 
And ſhudder'd at the cold embrace. 

But various baits their force impart : 
Thos titles he at Celia's heart : 

A paſſion much too foul to name, 
Cofis ſupercilious prudes their fame: 
Prudes wed to publicans and finners, 
The hungry poet weds for dinners. 

The god with frown indignant view'd 

The rabble covetous or led; 

By ev'ry vice Ivs altar ſtain'd, 

By ev'ry fool his rites profan'd : 

\When Love complain'd of Wealth aloud, 
Aftirming Wealth debauch'd the croud; 
Drew up in form his heavy charge, 
Deſir ing to be heard at large. 

The god conſents, the throng divide, 
The young eſpous'd the plaintiff's fide : 
The old declar'd for the defendant, 

For age is money's {worn attendant, 
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Love ſaid, that wedlock was defigr'd 
By gracious Heav'n to match the mind ; 
To pair the tender and the juſt, 

And his the delegated traſt : 

That Wealth had play'd a knaviſh part, 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart : 
But What avails the faithleſs voice ? 

The injur'd heart difdains the choice. 

Wealth ſtrait reply'd, that Love was blind, 
And talk'd at random of the mind: 

That killing eyes and bleeding hearts, 
And all th' artillery of darts, 

Were long ago exploded fancies, 
And laugh'd at even in romances. 
Poets indeed ſtyle love atreat, 
Perhaps for want of better meat : 
And love might be delicious fare, 
Cou'd we, like poets, live in air. 

But grant that angels feaſt on love, 
(Thoſe purer eſſences above) 

Yet Albion's ſons, he underſtood, 
Preferr'd a more ſubſtantial food. 
Thus while with gibes he dreſs'd his cauſe, 
His gay admirers hemm'd applauſe. 

With ſeeming conqueſt pert and proud, 
Wealth ſhook his ſides and ehuckled loud; 
When Fortune, to reſtrain his pride, 
And fond to favour Love beſide, 
Op'ning the miſer's tape-ty'd veſt, 
Diſclos'd the cares which ſtung his breaſt ; 
Wealth ſtood abaſh'd at his diſgrace, 
And a deep crimſon fluſh'd his face. 

Love ſweetly ſimper'd at the ſight, 


His gay adherents laugh'd outright. 
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The god, tho? grave his temper, ſmil'd, 
For Hymen dearly priz'd the child. 
But he who triuwphs o'er his brother, 
In turn is laugh'd at by another. 
Such cruel ſcores we often find 
Repaid the criminal in kind. 
For Poverty, that famiſh'd fiend, 
Ambitious of a wealthy friend, . 
Advanc'd into the miſer's place, 
And ſtar'd the ſtripling in the face; 
Whͤoſe lips grew pale, and cold as clay: 
1 thought the chit would {woon away. 
The god was ſtudious to employ 
His cores to aid the vanquiſh'd boy; 
And therefore iſſu'd his decree, 
That the two parties ſtrait agree; 
When both obey'd the god's commands, 
And Love and Riches join'd their hands. 
What wonderous change in each was wrought, 
Believe me, far ſurpaſſes thought. 
If Love had many charms before, 
He now had charms ten thouſand more. 
If Wealth had ſerpents in his breaſt, 
They now were dead, or lull'd to reſt. 
Beauty, that vain affected thing, 
Who join'd the hymeneal ring, 
Approach'd with round unthinking face, 
And thus the trifler ſtates her caſe, | 
She ſaid, that Love's complaints, 'twas known, 
Exactly tally'd with her own ; 
That Wealth had learn'd the felon's arts, 
And robb'd her of a thouſand hearts; 
Defiring judgment againſt Wealth, 
For falſchood, perjury, and ſtealth ; 
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All which ſhe cou'd on oath depoſe, 
And hop'd the court would Ait his noſe. 
But Hymen, when he heard her name, 
Call'd her an interloping dame; 
Look d thro' the croud with angry ſtate, 
And blam'd the porter at the gate, 
For giving entrance to the fair, 
Whea ſhe was no eſſential there. 
To fink this haughty tyrant's pride, 
He order'd Fancy to prefide. 
Hence when debates on beauty riſe, 
And each bright fair ditputes the prize, 
To Fancy's court we ftrat apply, 
And wait the ſentence of her eye : 
In Beauty's realm the holds the ſeals, 
And her awards precluce appeals, 
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ET not the young my precepts ſnun, 
Who flight good counſels, are undone. 
Your poet ſung of love's delights, 
Of halcyon days and joyous nights ; 
To the gay fancy lovely themes ; ; 
And fain I'd. hope they're more than dreams, 
But, if you pleaſe, before we part, 
I'd ſpeak a language to your heart, 
We'll talk of Life, tho“ much 1 fear, 
Th' ungrateful tale will wound your ear. 
You raiſe your ſanguine thoughts too high, 
And hardly know the reaſon Why: 
But ſay life's tree bears golden fruit, 
Some canker ſhal} corrode the root ; 
Some unexpected Norm ſhall riſe ; 
Or ſcorching ſuns, or chilling ſkies ; 
And (if experienc'd truths avail) 
All your autumnal hopes ſha!] fail. 
« But, poet, whence ſuch wide extremes? 
« Well may you ſtile your labours dreams. 
« A ſon of ſorrow thou, 1 ween, 
„ Whoſe viſions are the brats of Spleen. 
6 Is bliſs a vague unmeuning name 
Speak then the Paiions* ute or aim; 
« Why rage Defires without controul, 
« And rouſe ſuch whirlwinds in the ſoul ? 
« Why Hope ered's her tow'ring creſt, 
* And layghs, aud riots in the breaft 
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« Think not my weaker brain turns round, 


« Think not I tread on fairy ground. 


« Think not your pulſe alone beats true, — 


„% Mine makes as healthful muſic too. 


„Our joys, when life's ſoft ſpring we trace, 


« Put forth their early buds apase. 

« See the bloom loads the tender ſhoot, 

The bloom conceals the future fruit. 

« Yes, manhvod's warm meridian ſun 

* Shall ripen what in ſpring begun. 

6 Thus infant roſes, ere they blowy 

„ In germinating cluſters grow 

« And only wait the ſummer's ray, 

« To burſt and blofſom to the day.” 
What ſaid the gay unthinking boy !— 

Methought Hilario talk'd of joy! 

Tell, if thou canſt, whence joys ariſe, 

Or what thoſe mighty joys you prize. 

You'll find (and truſt ſuperior years) 

The vale of life a vale of tears, 

Could wiſdom teach where joys abound, 

Or riches purchaſe them when found, 

VWau'd ſcepter'd Solomon complain, 

That all was fleeting, falſe, and vain 2 

Yet ſcepter'd Solomon cou'd ſay, 

Returning clouds obſcur'd his day : 


Thoſe maxims which the Preacher drew, 


The royal ſage experienc'd true. 

Ile knew the various ills that wait 
Our infant and meridian ſtate ; 

Tt. toys our earlieſt thoughts engage, 
Aud diff rent toys maturer age; 

Tit grief at ev'ry (tage appears, 

But diff'rent griefs at diff'rent years; 
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That vanity is ſeen, in part, 
Inſcrab'd on ev'ry hum:n heart; 
In the child's breaſt the ipari began, 
Grows with his growth, and glares un man. 
But when in life we journey late, 
If follies die, do griefs abate ? 
u! what is life at fourſcore years 
One dark rough road of ſighs, groans, pains, and tears 
Perhaps you'll think I a the ſame, 
As a ily ſharper plays his game: 
You triumph ev'ry deal that's paſt, 
He's ſure to triumph at the laſt ; % 
Who often wins ſome thouſands more 
Than twice the ſums you Won before. 
But I'm a loſer with the reſt, 
For life is all a deal at beſt; 
Where not the prize of wealth or fame 
Repays the trouble of the game 
(A truth no winner e'er deny'd, 
An hour before that winner dy d). 
Not thut with me theſe prizes ſume, 
For neither fame nor wealth are mine. 
My cards !—a weak plebeian band, 
With ſcarce an hunour in my hand. 
And fince my trumps are very few, 
What have I more to boaſt than you! 
Nor am I gainer by your fall! 
That harlot Fortune bubbles all! 
"Tis truth (receive it i ar well) 
"Tis melancholy. truth L tell. 
Why ſhould the preacher take your pence, 
And ſmother truth to Aatter fenfe : 
Im ſure, pliyſicians have no mera, 
Who Kill thiro' lenity of ſpirit, 
F. 


That life's a game, divines confeſs, 
This ſays at cards, and that at cheſs : 
But if our views be center'd here, 

*'Tis ail a loſing game, I fear. 

Sailors, you know, when wars obtain, 
And hoſtile veſſels croud the main, 

If they diſcover from afar 

A bark as diſtant as a ſtar, 

Hold the perſpective to their eyes, 

To learn its colours, ſtrength, and ſize; 
And when this ſecret once they know, 
Make ready to receive the foe. 
Let you and 1 from ſailors learn 
Important truths of like concern. _ 

I clos'd the day, as cuſtom led, 
With reading, till the time of bed ; 
Where Fancy, at the midnight hour, 
Again difplay'd her magic pow'r 
(For know, that Fancy, like a ſpright, 
Prefers the ſilent ſcenes of night). 

She lodg'd me in a neighb'ring wood, 
No matter where the thicket ſtood ; 

The Genius of the place was nigh, 

And held two pictures to my eye. 

The curious painter had portray'd 

Life in each juſt and genuine ſhade. 
They who have only known its dawn, 
May think theſe lines too deeply drawn ; 
But riper years, I fear, will ſhew 

That wiſer artiſts paint too true. 

One piece preſents a rueful wild, 
Where not a ſummer's fun had ſmil'd : 
The road with thorns is cover'd wide, 
And Grief fits weeping by the ſide; 
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Hex tears with conſtant tenor flow, 
And form a mournful lake below; 
Whoſe filent waters, dark and deep, 
Thro' all the gloomy valley creep. 

Paſſions that flatter or that ſlay, 

Are beaſts that fawn, or birds that prey. 
Here Vice aſſumes the ſerpent's ſhape 3 
There Folly perſonates the ape; 

Here Av'rice gripes with harpies' claws z | 
There Malice grins with tygers' jaws ; 
While ſons of miſchief, art, and guile, 

Are alligators of the Nile. 

Ev'n Pleaſure acts a treach'rous part, 
She charms the ſenſe, but ſtings the heart : 
And when ſhe gulls us of our wealth, 

Or that ſuperior pearl our health, 
Reſtores us nought but pains and woe, 
And drowns us in the lake below. 

There a commiſſion'd angel ſtands, 

With deſolaticn in his hands! 

He ſends the all- devouring flame, 

And cities hardly boaſt a name; 

Or wings the peſtilential blaſt, 

And lo ! ten thoutands breathe their laſt, 
He ſpeaks--obedient tempeſts roar, 
And guilty nations are no more: 

He ſpeaks—the fury Diſcord raves, 

And ſweeps whole armies to their graves : 
Or Famine lifts her mildew'd hand, 
And Hunger howls thro” all the land. 

Oh! what a wretch is man, I cry*d, 

Expos'd to death on ev'ry fide ! 

Aud ſure as born, to be undone 

By evils which he cannot ſhun ! 
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Beſides a thouſand baits to fin, 

A thouſand traitors lodg'd within ! 
For ſoon as Vice atiaults the heart, 
The rebels take the demon's part. 

I figh, my aching boſom bleeds ; 
When ſtraight the- milder plan ſucceeds, 
The lake of tears, the dreary ſhore, 
The ſame as in the piece before, 

But gleams of light are here diſplay'd, 
To chear the eve and gild the ſhade. 
Affliction ſpeaks a ſofter ſtyle, 

Aud Diſappointment wears a ſmile; 
A group of virtues bloſſom near, 
Their roots improve by ev'ry tear. 

Here Patience, gentle maid ! is nigh, 
To calm the ſtorm, and wipe the eye; 
Hope acts the kind phyſician's part, 
And warms the ſolitary heart; 
Religion nobler comfort brings, 

Diſarms our griefs, or blunts their ſtings 
Points out the balance on the whole, 
And Heav'n rewards the ſtruggling ſoul, 

But while theſe raptures I purſue 

The Genius ſuddenly withdrew, 
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— 1 IS thought my Vifians are too grave * ; 

A proof I'm no defigning knave. | 
Perhaps if Intereſt held the ſcales, F 
J had devis'd quite diff'rent tales; | 
Had join'd the laughing low buttoon, 

And ſcribbled ſatire and lampoon ; 
Or ſtirr'd each ſource of ſoft deſire, 
And fann'd the coals of wanton fire : 
Then had my paltry Viſions ſold, 
Yes, all my dreams had turn'd to gold ; 
Had prov'd the darlings of the Town, 
And Ia poet of renown | 

Let not my axvful theme ſurpriſe, 
Let no unmanly fears ariſe. 
I wear no melancholy hae, 
No wreaths of cypreſs or of yew, 
The ſhroud, the coffin, pall, or hearſe, 
Shall ne'er deform my ſofter verſe, 
Let me conſign the fun'ral plame, 
The herald's paint, the ſculptur'd tomb, 
And all the folemn farce of graves, 
To undertakers and their ſlaves. 

You know, that moral writers ſay, 
The world's a ſtage, and life a play : 


* See the Monthly Review of new books ſor 
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That in this drama to ſucceed, 

Requires much thought amd toil indeed! 
There {till remains one labour more, 
Perhaps a greater than before. 

Indulge the ſearch, and you ſhall find 
The harder taſk is ſtill behind ; 

That harder taſk,” to quit the ſtage 

In early youth, or riper age; 

To leave the company and place 

With firmneſs, dignity, and grace. 

Come, then, the cloſing ſcenes ſurvey, 
?*Tis the laſt act that crowns the play. 
Do well this grand deciſive part, 

And gain the plaudit of your heart. 

Few greatly live, in wiſdom's eye— 
But oh ! how few who greatly die ! 
Who, when their days approach an end, 
Can meet the foe, as friend meets friend. 

Inſtructive heroes! tell us whence 
Your noble ſcorn of fleſh and ſenſe ! 
You part from all we prize ſo dear, 
Nor drop one ſoft reluctant tear; 

Part from thoſe tender joys of life, 
The friend, the parent, child, and wife : 


Delis black and ftormy gulph you brave, 


And ride exulting on the wave; 


Deem thrones but trifles all! no more— 


Nor ſend one wiſhſul look to ſhore. 

For foreign ports and lands unknown, 
Thus the firm ſailor leaves his own ; 
Obedient to the riſing gale 
Tamoors his bark, and ſpr eads his fail z 
' Þ-fies the ocean, and the wind, 

Nor mourns the joys he leaves behind. 
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Is Death a pow'rful monarch ? True— 
Perhaps you dread the tyrant to ! 
Fear, hike a fog, precludes the light, 
Or ſwells the object to the ſight. 
Attend my vifionary page, 
And I'll diſarm the tyrant's rage, 
Come, let this ghaſtly form appear, 
He's not ſo terrible when near. 
Diſtance deludes ti unwary eye, 
So clouds ſeem monſters in the ſky : 
Hold frequent converſe with him now, 
He'll daily wear 2 milder brow, 
Why is my theme with terror fraught ? 
Becauſe you ſhun the frequent thought. 
Say, when the captive pard is nigh, 
Whence thy pale cheek and frighted eye ! 
Say, why diſmay'd thy manly breaſt, 
When the grim lion ſhakes his creſt ! 
Becauſe theſe ſavage ſights are new 
No keeper ſhudders at the view. 
Keepers, accuſtom'd to the ſcene, 
Approach the dens with look ſerene ; 
Fearleſs their griſly charge explore, 
And ſmile to hear the tyrants roar. 
« Ay—hut to die! to bid adieu! 
« An everlaſting farewell too 
« Farewell to ev'ry joy around! 
« Oh ! the heart ſickens at the ſound,” 
Stay, ſtripling Thou art poorly taught— 
Joy, didſt thou ſay ! Diſcard the thought. 
Joys are a fich celeſtial fruit, 
And ſcorn a ſublunary root ; 
What wears the face of joy below, 
Is often found but ſplendid woe, 
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Joys here, like unſubſtantial fame, 
Are nothings with a pompous name; 
Or elſe, like comets in the ſphere, 
Shine with deſtruction in their rear. 
Paſſions, like clouds, obſcure the fight, 
Hence mortals ſeldom judge aright. 
The world's a harſh unfruitful ſoil, 
Yet ſtill we hope, and (till we toil ; 
Deceive ourſelves with wond'rous art, 
And diſappointment wrings the heart. 
Thus when a miſt collects around, 
And hovers o'er a barren ground, 
The poor deluded trav'ler ſpies 
Imagin'd trees and ſtructures rife ; 
But when the ſhrauded ſun is clear, 
The deſert and the rocks appear. 
« Ah—but when youthful blood runs high, 
& Sure 'tis a dreadful thing to die 
&« To die! and what exalts the gloom, 
« I'm told, that man ſurvives the tomb! 
« Q! can the learned prelate find 
« What future ſcenes await the mind ! 
„Where wings the ſoul, diſlodg'd from clay! 
& Some courteous angel point the way 
That unknown Somewhere in the ſkies ! 
« Say, where that unknown Somewhere lies; 
And kindly. prove, wheu life is o'er, 
That pains and ſorrows are no more. 
« For doubtleſs dying is a curſe, 
« If preſent ills be chang'd for worſe.” 
Huſh, my young friend, forego the theme, 
And liſten to your poet's dream, 
Ere while I took an evening walk, 
Honorio join'd in ſocial talk, 
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Alang the 1awns the zephyrs ſweep, 

Each ruder wind was lull'd afleep. 

The iky, all-heauteous to behold, 

Was {treak'd with azure, green, and gold; 
But tho” ſerenely ſoft and fair, 

Fever hung brooding in the air; 

Then ſettled on Henorio's breaſt, 

Which ſhudder d at the fatal gueſt, 

No drugs the Kindly with fulfil, 

Diſeaſe eludes the doctor's pill. 

The poiſon ſpreads through all the frame, 
Ferments and kindles into flame. 

From ſide to ſide Honorio turns, 

And now with thirſt infatiate burns. 

His eyes reſign their wonted grace, 

Thoſe friendly ſamps expire apace ! 

The brain's an uſeleſs organ grown, 

And Reaſon tumbled from his throne. 

But wlule the purple ſurges glow, 

The currents thicken as they flow ; 
The blood in ev'ry diſtant part 
Stagnates and diſappoints the heart; 
Defrauded of its crimſon ſtore, 

The vital engine plays no more. 

Honorio dead, the fun'ral bell 
Call'd ev'ry friend to bid farewell, 

I join'd the melancholy bier, 
And dropp'd the unavailing tear. 

The clock ſtruck twelve hen nature ſought 
Repoſe from all the pangs of thought ; 
And while my limbs were ſunk to reſt, 
A viſion ſooth'd my troubled breaft. 

I dreamt the ſpectre Death appear'd, 

I dreamt his hollow voice 1 heard! 
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Methought th imperial tyrant wore 
A ſtate no prince aſſum'd before. 
All nature fetch'd a gen'ral groan, 
And lay expiring round his throne. 

I gaz'd—when ſtrait aroſe to fight 
The moſt deteſted fiend of night. 
He ſhuffled with unequal pace, 
And conſcious ſhame deform'd his face; 
With jealous leer he ſquinted round, 
Or tix'd his eyes upon the ground. 
From hell this frightful monſter came, 
Sin was his fire, and Guilt his name. 

This fury, with officious care, 

Waited around the ſov'reign's chair; 
In robes of terrors dreſt the king, 
And arm'd him with a baneful ſting; 
Gave fierceneſs to the tyrant's eye, 
And hung the ſword upon his thigh, 
Diſeaſes next, a hideous crowd! 
Proclaim'd their maſter's empire loud; 
And, all obedient to his will, 

Flew in commiſſion'd troops to kill. 

A riſing whirlwind ſhakes the poles, 
And lightning glares, and thunder rolls. 
The monarch and his train prepare 
To range the foul tempeſtuous air. 
Strait to his ſhoulders he applies 
Two pinions of enormous ſize |! 
Methought 1 faw the ghaſtly form 


Stretch his black wings, and mount the ſtorm; 


When Fancy's airy horſe 1 ſtrode, 
And join'd the army on the road, 
As the grim conq'ror urg'd his way, 
He ſcatter'd. terror and diſmay 5 
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houſands a penſive aſpect wore, 
nouſands who fnecr'd at death before. 
ife's records riſe on ev'ry fide, 
und Conſcience ſpreads thoſe volumes wids ; 
Vhich faithful regiſters were brought 
y pale-ey'd Fear and buſy Thought. 
hoſe faults which artfyl men conceal, 
tand here engrav'd with pen of ſteel, 
y Conſcience, that impartial ſcribe ! 
Vhoſe honeſt palm diſdains a bribe, 
heir actions all like critics view, 
nd all like faithful critics too. ® 
s guilt had ſtain'd life's various ſtage, 
That tears of blood bedew'd the page 
ll ſhudder'd at the black account, 
nd ſcarce heliev'd the vaſt amount ! 
il vow'd a ſudden change of heart, 
'ou'd Death relent, and ſhenthe his dart, 
at, when the awſul foe withdrew, 
ll to their follies fled anew, 
So when a wolf, who ſcours at large, 
rings on the ſnepherd's fleecy charge, 
ie flock in wild diforder fly, 
nd caſt behind a frequent eye; 
it when the victim's borne away, 
ey ruſh to paſture and to play. 
Indulge my dream, and let my pen 
int thoſe unmeaning creatures, men, 
Carus, with pain and ſickneſs worn, 
des the flow night, and ſighs for morn, 
n as he views the eaſtern ray, 
mourns the quick return of day; 
puriy laments protracted breath, 
4 courts the healing hand of Death, 
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Verres, opprefs'd with guik and ſhame, 
Shipwreck'd in fortune, health, and fame, Te 
Pines for his dark ſepulchral bed, * 


Fo mivgle with th! unheeded dead. 

With fourſcore years grey Natho bends, 
A burthen to himſelf and friends ; W 
And with impatience ſeems to wait 


The friendly hand of ling'ring Fate. Vi 
So hirelings wiſh their labour done, 17 
And often eye the weſtern ſan, Lo 
The monarch hears their various grief, Tt 
Deſcends, and brings the wiſh'd relief. Þ ; 
on Death with wild furprize they ſtar'd, 1 
All ſeem averſe! all unprepar'd ! w. 
As torrents ſweep with rapid force, A 
The grave's pale chief purfu'4 his courfe. 2 
No human pow'r can or withttand Ls 
Or ſhun the conqueſts of his hand. __ 
Oh! could the prince of upright mind, Th 
And, as a guardian angel, kind, dag 
With ev'ry heart-felt worth beſide, Ri 
Turn the keen ſhaft of Death aſide, pu 
Wen wou'd the brave Auguſtus join * 
The aſhes of his ſacred line! . Tr 
But Death maintains no partial war, Li 
He mocks a ſultan or a czar. 
He lays lis iron ud on all—— _ He 
Yes, Kings, and ſons of Kings, muſt fall! Fo 
A truth Britannia lately felt, em 


And trembled to her center! * 
Cou'd ableſt ſtateſmen ward the blow, 
- , . . 

Wou'd Granville own this common foe; | 21 

For greater talents ne'er were known 

To grace the fav'rite of a throne. 


* Referring to the drath of his late Royal Hig!.nel 
Frederick Prince of Wales. 
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Cou'd genius ſave—wit, learning, fire — 
Tell me, wou'd Cheſterfield expire l 
Say, wou'd his glorious ſun decline, 
And ſet like your pale ſtar or mine? 
Cou'd ev'ry virtue of the ſky——— 


Wou'd Herring *, Butler +, Secker | die! 


Why this addreſs to peerage all 
Untitled Allen's virtues call ! 
If Allen's worth demands a place, 
Lords, with your leave, 'tis no diſgrace, 
Tho” high your ranks in heralds” rolls, 
Know Virtue too ennobles ſouls. 
By her that private Man's renown'd, 
Who pours a thouſand bleſſings round. 
While Allen takes Affliction's part, 
And draws out all his gen'rous heart; 
Anxious to ſeize the fleeting day, 
Leſt unimprov'd it ſteals away; 
While thus he walks with jealous ſtrife 
Thro' goodneſs, as he walks thro” life, 
Shall not I mark his radiant path! 
Riſe, Muſe, and ſing the Man of Bath ; 
Pabliſh abroad, cou'd Goodneſs ſave, 
Allen wou'd diſappoint the grave; 
Tranſlated to the heav'nly ſhore, 
Like Enoch, when his walk was o'er. 

Not Beauty's pow'rful pleas reſtrain 
Her pleas are trifling, weak, and vain ; 
For women pierce with ſhrieks the air, 
mite their bare breaſts and rend their hair, 
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All have a doleful tale to tell, 
How friends, ſons, daughters, huſbands felt, N 
Alas! is life our fav'rite theme | A 
'Tis all a vain, or painful dream; I 
A dream, which fools or cowards prize, H 
But ſlighted by the brave or wiſe. T 
Who lives, for others' ills muſt groan, 0 
Or bleed for ſorrows of his on; T 
Muſt journey on with weeping eye, * 
Then pant, ſink, agonize, and die. 


And ſhall a man arraign the ſkies, y 
Becauſe man lives, and mourns, and dies ? A 
Impatient reptile ! Reaſon cry'd ; T 
Arraign thy paſſion and thy pride. | 
Retire, and commune with thy heart, O 
Aſk, whence thou cam'ſt, and what thou art, T 
Explore thy body and thy mind, 1 
Thy ſtation too, why here aſſign'd. T 
The ſearch ſhall teach thee life to prize, B 
And make thee grateful, good, and wiſe, A 
Why do you roam to foreign climes, ka 
To ſtudy nations, modes, and times; * 
A ſcience often dearly bought, V 
And often what avails you nought ? H 
Go, man, and aR a wiler part, T 
Study the ſcience of your heart. 0 
This home philoſophy, you know, 

Was priz'd ſome thouſand years ago *, T 
Then why abroad a frequent gueſt 9 

Why ſuch a ſtranger to your breatt 
Why turn ſo many volumes o'er, 1 
Till Dodſley can ſupply no more A 
* Know thyſelf, a celebrated ſaying of Chilo, ore 4 


of the Seven Wile Men of Greece. 


Che 


F XA T..6 23 


Not all the volumes on thy ſhelf 
Are worth that ſingle volume, Self. 
For who this ſacred book declines, 
Howe'er in other arts he ſhines ; f 
Tho? ſmit with Pindar's noble rage, | | 
Or vers'd in Tully's manly page ; | 
Tho? deeply read in Plato's ſchool ; * © Br ; 
With all his knowledge is a fool. 

Proclaim the truth Say, what is man? 
His body from the duſt began; 
And when a few ſhort years are o'er, 
The crumbling fabric is no more. 

But whence the Soul ! From heav'n it came! 
Oh ! prize this intellectual flame; 
This nobler Self with rapture ſcan, 
'Tis mind alone which makes the man. 
Truſt me, there's not a joy on earth, 
But from the ſoul derives its birth. 
Aſk the young rake (he'll anſwer right) 
Who treats by day, and drinks by night, 
What makes his entertainments ſhine, 
What gives the reliſh to his wine ; 
He'll tell thee, (if he ſcorns the beaſt) 1 
That ſocial pleaſures form the feaſt. 6-6 
The charms of beauty too ſhall cloy, q 
Unlefs the ſoul exalts the joy. 4 
The mind muſt animate the face, 
Or cold and taſteleſs ev'ry grace. 

What! muſt the Soul her pow'rs diſpenſe, 
To raiſe and ſwell the joys of Senſe ? 
Know too, the joys of Senſe controul, 1 
And clog the motions of the Soul; 
Forbid her pinions to aſpire, a 
Damp and impair her native fire ; i 
* | 
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And ſure as Senſe (that tyrant I) reigns, 
She holds the empreſs, Soul, in chains. 
Inglorious bondage to the mind, 
Heav'n- born, ſublime, and unconfin'd ! 
She's iAdependent, fair, and great, 

And juſtly claims a large eſtate ; 

She aſks no borrow'd-aids to ſhine, 

She boaſts within a golden mine ; 

But like the treaſures of Peru, 

Her wealth lies deep and far from view. 


Say, ſhall the man who knows her worth, 


Debaſe her dignity and birth ; 
Or &er repine at Heay'n's decree, 
Who kindly gave her leave to be; 
Call'd her from nothing into day, 
And built her tenement of clay ? 
Hear and accept me for your guide, 
(Reaſon ſhall ne'er deſert your fide) 
Who liſtens to my wiſer voice, 
Can't but applaud his Maker's choice; 
Pleas'd with that firſt and ſov'reign cauſe, 
Pleas d with unerring Wiſdom's laws; 
Secur'e, ſince ſov'reign goodneſs reigns; 
Secur e, ſince ſoy'reign pow'r obtains. 
With curious eyes review thy frame, 
This ſcience ſhall direct thy claim, 
Doſt thou indulge a double yiew, 
A long, long life, and happy too ? 
Perhaps a farther boon you crave— 
To lie down eaſy in the grave 
Know then my dictates muſt prevail, 
Or ſurely each fond wiſh ſhall fail. — 
Come then, is Happineſs thy aim? 


Let mental joys be all thy game, 
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Repeat the ſearch, and mend your pace, 
The capture ſhail reward the chace. 
Let ev'ry minute, as it ſprings, 
Convey freſh knowledge on its wings; 
Let ev'ry minute, as it flies, 
Record the good as well as wiſe. 
While ſuch purſuits your thoughts engage, 
In a few years you'll live an age. 
Who meaſures life by rolling years 
Fools meaſure by revolving ſpheres.—— 
Go thou, and fetch th' unerring rule 
From Virtue's and from Wiſdom's ſchool. 
Who well improves life's ſhorteſt day, 
Will ſcarce regret its ſetting ray; 
Contented with his ſhare of light, . 
Nor fear nor wiſh th' approach of night. 
And when diſeaſe aſſaults the heart, 
When ſickneſs triumphs over art, 
Reflections on a life well paſt 
Shall prove a cordial to the laſt ; 
This med'cine ſhall the Soul ſuſtain, 
And ſoften or ſuſpend her pain ; 
Shall break Death's fell tyrannic pow'r, 
And calm the troubled dying hour. 
Bleſt rules of cool prudential age ! 
I liſten'd, and rever'd the ſage, 
When lo! a form divinely bright 
Deſcends and burſts upon my ſiglit, 
A Seraph of illuſtrious birth ! 
(Religion was her name on earth) 
Supremely ſweet her radiant face, 
And blooming with celeſtial grace ! | 
Three ſhining cherubs ſorm'd her train, | 
War'd their light wings, and reach'd the plain: 
(3 2 | | 
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Faith, with ſublime and piercing eye, 80 
9 And pinions flutt' ring for the ſæy | Tec 
'\y Here Hope, that ſmiling angel, ſtands, 
0 | And golden anchors grace her hands ! At 
i | There Charity, in robes of white, | WwW 
S Faireſt and fav'rite maid of light El 
3 The Seraph ſpake Tis Reaſon's part W 
To govern, and to guard the heart; | Ti 
| To lull the wayward ſoul to reſt, | Or 
When hopes and fears diſtract the breaſt, Tl 
Reaſon may calm this doubtful ſtrife, Tt 
And ſteer thy bark thro' various life: Te 
But when the ſtorms of death are nigh, K. 
And midnight darkneſs veils the {ky, Ti 
Shall Reaſon then direct thy ſail, V 
Diſperſe the clouds, or fink the gale ? Ai 
Stranger, this ſkill alone is mine, W 
Skill! that tranſcends his ſcanty line. (N 
That hoary ſage has counſell'd right— * 
Be wiſe, nor ſcorn his friendly light. A 
Revere thyſelf—Thou'rt near ally'd 
To angels on thy better ſide. Tt 
How various e'er their ranks or kinds, ' N. 
Angels are but unbodied minds; Tl 
When the partition walls decay, : 
Men emerge angels from their clay. A; 
Yes, when the frailer body dies, 0 
The Soul aſſerts her kindred ſkies. | Ti 
But minds, tho” ſprung from heav'nly race, 
Muſt firſt be tutor'd for the place. Tl 
{The joys above are underſtood, M 
And reliſh'd only by the good) W 
Who ſhall aſſume this guardian care? v 


Who ſhall ſecure their birtlirigiu theye ? 1 
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Souls are my charge — to me *tis giv'n 
To train them for their native heav'n. 

Know then—Who bow the early Knee, 
And give the willing heart to me; 

Who wiſely, when Temptation waits, 
Elude her frauds, and ſpurn her baits ; 

Who dare to own my injur'd cauſe, 

Tho' fools deride my ſacred laws ; 

Or ſcorn to deviate to the wrong, 

Tho Perſecution lifts her thong; 

Tho” all the ſons of hell conſpire 

To raiſe the ſtake, and light the fire; 
Know, that for ſuch ſuperior ſouls, 

There lies a bliſs beyond the Poles ; 

Where ſpirits ſhine with purer ray, 

And brighten to meridian day; 

Where love, where boundleſs friendſhip rules, 
(No friends that change, no Jove that cools !) 
Where rifing floods of Knowledge roll, 

And pour and pour upon the ſoul ! 

But where's the paſſage to the ſkies? 
The road thro' Death's black valley lies. 
Nay, do not ſhudder at my tale— 

Tho” dark the ſhades, yet ſafe the vale. 
This path the beſt of men have trod, 
And who'd decline the road to God ? 
On! "tis a glorious boon to die! 

This favour can't be priz'd too high. 

While thus ſhe ſpake, my looks expreſs'4 
The raptures kindling in my breaſt ; 

My ſoul a fix'd attention gave; 

When the ſtern monarch of the grave 
With haughty ftrides approach'd—Amaz'd 
I ſtood, and trembled as 1 gaz'd. 
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The Seraph calm'd each anxious fear, 
And kindly wip'd the falling tear ; 
Then haſten'd with expanded wing 
To meet the pale terrific king. 
But now what milder ſcenes ariſe ! 
The tyrant drops his hoſtile guiſe. 
He ſeems a youth divinely fair, 
In graceful ringlets waves his hair. 
His wings their whitening plumes diſplay, 
His burniſh'd plumes refle& the day. 
Light flows his ſhining azure veſt, 
And all the angel ſtands confeſt. 
I view'd the change with ſweet ſurprize, 
And oh! I panted for the ſkies ; 
Thank'd heav'n, that e'er I drew my breath, 
And triumph'd in the thoughts of Death. 
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